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CHAPTER I 

H OW strange it seems, after this long lapse of 
time, to look back upon those days, and 
after all that has come between. When I think 
of the child whose curious fancies, strange whims, 
and still stranger life, I am about to portray, I find 
myself inclining towards what is certainly a feeling 
of bewilderment, and one that might almost be 
said to be akin to physical pain. That the little 
fellow I see in my mind's eye, playing so happily 
on the far side of that Rivfer of Years, can be 
myself^ the man sitting in this chair, who, pen in 
hand, is trying so hard to arrange his thoughts, 
is to me scarcely believable. Between the two 
there looms so vast a difference, that it would 
appear as if no possible connecting link could serve 
to unite them with each other. Whether I am 
better or worse for the change must be left for 
more competent judges to declare. 

Looking back 1 can scarcely determine which is 
the fir^^ent in my life that I can recall. 1 have 
alwa|^ d^j^ed that I have the very faintest re- 
coliectkm being held up by my mother at a 
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window to see my father present some new colours 
to his favourite regiment of Guards in the square 
below. But if, as they say, that occurrence 
happened exactly twenty-five years ago, and the 
records of the Regiment are there to prove it, my 
memory must be a more than ordinarily good one, 
seeing that, at the time, I could not have been 
more than three years of age. Imperfect though 
that recollection may be, however, it is quite 
certain that I can distinctly recall the day, two 
years later, when my brother, the Crown Prince 
Maximilian, being then a big boy of nine, led his 
regiment past my father on parade for the first 
time. I can also remember crying bitterly, because 
I was not permitted to accompany him, which 
eagerness on my part, so I have been informed 
since, was taken by my mother’s Ladies-in-Waiting 
to be a sign that a great military career awaited 
me. That I have never so far justified either their 
hopes or their good opinion of me must be set down 
by the charitably-minded as the result of a lack of 
opportunity. In a sense, however, I must confess 
it has proved almost true, but how it came about 
will be told in its proper place. In the meantime, 
having a long story to tell, and not much space 
to tell it in, it is necessary that I should return 
to my earliest recollections with as much speed as 
possible. 

To enter upon my story proper, it is only that 
I should commence with a brief description of tte life 
of my poor father. Maximilian the ^cond, King of 
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Pannonia, as all the world is aware^ was a monarch 
foredoomed to trouble from his cradle. Indeed, 
taken as a whole, his life seems to me to have 
been the saddest in all the length of our House’s 
history, and those who have studied the annals of 
Pannonia will be able to attest the value of that 
assertion. For the reason that so much has been 
written concerning him, and by pens far abler than 
mine, it is scarcely necessary for me to remind my 
readers that his succession to the throne was the 
result of an accident. But for a fatal shot, fired in 
the excitement of a wolf hunt, and which stretched 
the heir lifeless upon the snow, he would in all 
human probability never have been called upon to 
undertake the responsibilities for which he was, not 
only by Nature, but also by inclination, so totally 
unfitted. A scholar of the finest type, essentially a 
recluse, more at his ease in his library than in the 
Council Chamber, happier when holding a pen than 
when carrying a sword, I must admit it is to me 
a matter of wonderment that he succeeded even as 
well as he did. A loveless marriage, thrust upon 
him by the exigencies of State, when his inclina¬ 
tions tended in another and very different direction, 
marked the next downward step in his career. My 
mother, if I may declare what the world already 
knows, was the eldest daughter of Alexander the 
Tenth, King of Gothia, and was as ambitious as my 
father was the reverse. Where he was only too glad 
to fihd an opportunity of effacing himself, she, at first, 
baldly courted the admiration of the world. Among 
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Other things, she insisted upon all the extremes of 
Court ceremonial being observed, and under her rule 
the sleepy old palace woke to new life. Neighbour¬ 
ing Sovereigns were repeatedly our guests, enter¬ 
tainment followed entertainment, each conducted 
on the most lavish scale, until the country, which at 
first had inclined towards applause, began to show 
unmistakable signs of disapproval. Things were 
said in the Reichsrath that should have enabled 
any one less absorbed in his own private affairs 
than my father, and less wilful than my mother, 
to have seen how foolish was the course each was 
pursuing. When, eventually, the Prime Minister 
of the day, the Count von Marquart, to whom I 
shall have occasion to refer at intervals in the 
course of my narrative, ventured upon a remon¬ 
strance, my mother cut him short with a hasty 
speech that was destined to rankle in his heart and 
to lay the foundation-stone of the misunderstanding 
that, for the rest of their lives, existed between them. 
Fortunately, however, for the affairs of men, Time 
is able to accomplish what argument and diplomacy 
cannot hope to achieve. The duties of motherhood, 
and a long and serious illness, which followed my 
advent into the world, put it out of her power to ad¬ 
here to the dangerous course she had hitherto been 
running. Much to every one’s surprise, when she 
was fully recovered, it was found that the craving 
for excitement, which she had formerly possessed, 
had completely left her. The change, howev^, as 
is so often the^case, came too late; the mischief was 
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already done. The Pannonians as a race are, so it 
has been said, among the most undemonstrative of 
the inhabitants of Europe. It is possible that this 
may be so. I am not going to admit or to combat the 
accusation. This much, however, is quite certain: 
if they are phlegmatic, they are also retentive; 
and, having once derived an impression, or allowed 
themselves to become prejudiced in any given direc¬ 
tion, they seldom, if ever, return to their original 
condition. For this reason, while the change in my 
mother was apparent to all who were brought into 
immediate contact with her, and by hearsay to 
many who were not, the greater proportion of the 
populace were of the opinion that every calamity 
that befell the nation for years to come was at¬ 
tributable, either directly or by inference, to her 
recklessness and extravagance in the Past. That 
the great ceremonials and festivities, balls, concerts 
and hunting parties, were no longer to be witnessed 
by tlie public eye, was, in their minds, no sort of 
proof that they did not exist. With the strange 
perversity that so often characterises the actions of 
a nation, those who had been most dazzled and 
delighted when she had lifted the sombre old Court 
life from its former stagnation into its then glitter¬ 
ing effervescence, now constituted themselves her 
most bitter accusers. Thus the inevitable drew 
nearer, while my mother attended to her nursery 
with as much devotion as could have been displayed 
by any hmrgeoise parent, and my father pored over 
his books in the north-west tower of the palace, 
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translating Ovid when he should have been pulling 
at the ropes of Government, and enjoying the selfish 
pleasures of the student when he should have been 
endeavouring to prevent the ship of State from 
foundering. The country, being delivered over to 
the mercy of party politics, rushed blindly on to¬ 
wards the maelstrom that was to engulf it, and with 
it our devoted family. 

Having thus formally introduced my father and 
mother to your notice, it is necessary that I should 
, now perform the same ceremony for my brother and 
myself. Surely two lads were never more different* 
Max, the Crown Prince, was, as I have already 
remarked, my senior by four years, and the incar¬ 
nation, so far as I was concerned, of all that was 
manly and heroic. At the time of which I am about 
to tell you, and which was the turning point of our 
fortunes, he was twelve years old, advanced for 
his age, and showing promise of development into 
a tall and powerful man. In face he resembled our 
mother more than our father; he had her dark, 
piercing eyes, and, if the truth must be told, he was 
also gifted with a very large amount of her imperi¬ 
ousness and love of power. It was said that he was 
a born ruler of men, and some went even so far as 
to predict that when he ascended the throne, Pan- 
nonia, under his infiuence, would resume her proper 
place as the leading nation of the earth. But, alas! 
how strangely things fall out That which we 
count a certainty seldom comes to pass, while it 
has become a commonplace amongst us that the 
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unexpected nearly, if not always, happens. As an 
example, and at the risk of being thought tedious, 
I must put on record an incident as strange as, at 
the time, it was disconcerting. 

One day Max and I, accompanied by our tutor, 
were riding on the road that leads from the city 
towards the village of Schartzvam, at the foot of 
the mountains. Five miles from home, the pony 
Max was riding cast a shoe, and it became neces¬ 
sary for us to call a halt at a blacksmith’s shop, in 
order that the defect might be remedied. The 
village itself was only a tiny place, and it soon 
became evident to us that, although living so near 
to the capital, the smith was quite unaware of our 
identity. We had dismounted, and were standing 
at the door watching the work in hand, when a 
party of gipsies made their appearance in the street. 
The majority had passed us and turned the comer; 
only a withered beldame, hobbling along with the 
assistance of a stick, remained behind. On seeing 
us she paused, and, addressing Max, asked for 
charity. Upon his giving her a coin she inquired 
whether he would like his fortune told in return. 
Doctor Liechardt, feeling a certain responsibility in 
the matter, was about to order her away, but Max, 
who had always a touch of the mystical and ro¬ 
mantic in his character, begged him to allow her to 
remain. 

“ She shall tell my fortune,” he said, taking some 
money from his pocket and handing it to the old 
woman. “Who knows but that she may be able 
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to give me a hint which may some day be of use 
to me ? ” 

The worthy doctor, who never willingly thwarted 
Max in anything, was perforce compelled to agree. 
Accordingly he held out his hand, and the old crone 
took it. For a few moments she studied its lines 
attentively. 

You have started on good terms with the world,*’ 
she began at last. “ Fortune favours you now, but 
the time will come when she will not, and you will 
be obliged to go on your way alone. You have a 
proud heart, and desire great things. When the 
time is ripe, you will walk rough paths, and will 
travel to a far country. Your dreams will go with 
you, but, when you return, it will be too late. 
Your heart’s desire will have passed from you. I 
can say no more.” 

“You have not said very much,” replied Max, 
with what I could not help noticing was not his 
usual laugh. “ Nor is what you have told me 
encouraging. However, I suppose it will prove as 
true as most of your prophecies. And now, Paul, 
you must have your fortune told. Perhaps you can 
find something better in your lucky bag for my 
brother.” 

At first I would have drawn back, being at that 
time rather a timid boy, but Max’s orders were 
always law to me. I accordingly held out my hand, 
at the same time giving the old woman the neces¬ 
sary money wherewith to cross it As before, she 
b^t 'over and studied the palm attentively. I can 
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see her wrinkled face now, peeping out, with its 
raven tresses, from beneath her coloured hood. As 
soon became apparent, the prophecy in my case 
was to be infinitely happier than that she had 
offered Max. I was to retain the love of my friends, 
to enjoy long life, to possess a beautiful wife, and 
to see many happy children clustering round my 
knee. She had got this far when she looked into my 
face. What she saw there appeared to startle her. 

“ I read it on his hand,” she resumed, as though 
speaking to herself. Then, looking fixedly at me 
once more, she continued, but with greater respect 
than she had hitherto shown: “Go on and prosper, 
child; though they know it not, the people’s heart 
goes with you.” 

Then, in a strange sing-song voice, and still 
looking steadfastly at my face, she repeated the old 
distich, which has been popular in the country 
for many hundreds of years. Translated roughly 
into English, it runs somewhat as follows:— 

'*Pannonia*5 King shall firmly sit, 

So long as Michael’s Cross doth fit.** 

After bidding me remember what the gipsy had 
said, and before we could stop her, or question her 
further, she had left us and was hobbling after her 
party. Even now I can feel the awkwardness of the 
next few moments. It had all been so sudden and 
so unexpected, that it had taken us completely by 
surprise. I was only a child, and I knew I was not 
to blame; nevertheless, I looked appealingly at Ma;i; 
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as if for forgiveness. His handsome face was black 
with passion. Placing my hand upon his arm, I 
asked him to forgive me, begging him not to be 
angry at a gipsy’s idle words, but he threw my 
hand off, saying that he was scarcely likely to 
allow himself to be made angry by an old fool, who 
had plainly shown that she was not in the posses¬ 
sion of her senses. Be that as it may, however, 
for the rest of the ride he held himself aloof from 
us, only speaking when he was spoken to, and then 
with a bitterness that was older than his years, and, 
if possible, more uncomfortable than his silence. In 
my own mind I believe it was from that day that 
the estrangement which afterwards existed for some 
years between us might be said to have dated; 
yet the mere fact that I happened to possess— 
though at that time very faintly—the peculiar cross¬ 
like indentation between the brows, that, tradition 
says, was bequeathed to us by Duke Michael, the 
founder of our House, and which it is maintained 
none but those destined to rule the kingdom ever 
possess, should not have made any difference in our 
feelings towards each other. 

One more digression from the direct path of my 
narrative, and I shall be at liberty to proceed at my 
best pace. 

Among certain nobles of the kingdom, and one 
who commanded an influence in some quarters, 
second only to that of the King himself, was Prince 
Ferdinand of LilienhOhe, a brilliant man in eveiy 
way, but a bitter enemy of the Ramonyi family. It 
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was his misfortune that he was never able to allow 
himself to forget that, more than a hundred years 
ago, one of his family had, for a brief period, sat 
upon the throne of Pannonia, and this knowledge 
had proved the evil factor of his life. Out of it he 
had permitted an idea to take root and grow, until 
it had passed beyond his control. Being well 
thought of by a certain section of the community, 
particularly in the northern portion of the king¬ 
dom, where he had large estates, he did not despair, 
even now, of accomplishing his desires. Plotting 
and scheming were integral parts of his nature, 
and it seemed out of his power to check them. It 
is not of the Prince himself, however, that I am 
going to speak, but of his only child, his daughter, 
who was destined in the future to play a most im¬ 
portant part in the drama of my life. 

One morning, just as we were preparing to leave 
the palace for our daily ride, we were the witnesses 
of what promised to be, and might very easily have 
become, a terrible catastrophe. A carriage, drawn 
by a pair of handsome horses, had just turned 
from the Jungferngasse into the Michael Platz, when 
something caused them to take fright, and they 
dashed off at terrific speed in the direction of the 
palace. In vain the coachman, assisted by the 
groom beside him, endeavoured to restrain the 
frightened animals. They had become unmanage¬ 
able, and it looked as if nothing could save the 
carriage, and any one who might be in it, from 
annihilation. Even now I can feel the terror that^ 



i6 ^^LONG LIVE THE KING'^ 

possessed me as 1 watched them come dashing 
headlong across the square, making straight for the 
iron gates of the palace. Instinctively I put up my 
hand to shut out the sight from my eyes. Then I 
heard a crash, succeeded by a short silence, which 
in its turn was broken by the screams of the in¬ 
jured horses. When I looked again, the guards had 
turned out, and some of the men were assisting the 
coachman, who fortunately was not hurt, with the 
animals, while the officer of the day was removing 
a little girl from the carriage to the guard-room be¬ 
side the gates. It was miraculous that she had not 
been hurt, for, as it was afterwards discovered, she 
had only fainted from the shock she had received. 
My mother, who had witnessed all that had tran¬ 
spired from one of the windows, immediately sent a 
servant with instructions that the child was to be 
brought to the palace, where she could be properly 
attended to. This was done, and presently the little 
one, who had been examined by our own surgeon, 
was in my mother’s boudoir, recovering from the 
effects of the fright she had received. Side by side, 
unconscious of the part she was one day to play in 
our several destinies, Max and I stood and watched 
her. For myself, I can say that never in my life 
Wore had I seen so dainty and bewitching a little 
creature. Beautiful as she is now—^the loveliest 
woman in Europe, they say, and I believe they 
speak the tr5th—^she was even more beautiful then. 
There was a spirituality about her—a frailness, if I 
may so express it—that was almost fairylike. 
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“ You have nothing to fear now, little one,** 6aid| 
my mother, who held her in her arms. “ You have 
had a wonderful escape, and you must thank tha 
good God for your preservation.’* 

Then, turning to one of the servants, she asked 
whether he had discovered whose carriage it was. 
The man paused for a moment before he replied. 

“ Why do you not answer ? ” my mother inquired. 
“Surely you must know?” 

“ I have been given to understand, your Majesty,’* 
the man answered respectfully, “ that the carriage 
was the property of His Highness the Prince of 
LilienhOhe, and that this young lady is his daughter, 
the Princess Ottilie.” 

It was well known in the city that the Prince of 
LilienhOhe had at last reached the end of his trea¬ 
sonable tether, and that, only that day, to save him 
further disgrace, he had been given a stated time 
in which to quit the country. You may, therefore, 
imagine the effect the man’s words produced upon 
us, and my mother in particular. Being a child, I 
could not of course understand what it meant, but 
the name of Lilienhohe had of late been of such 
ominous report in my ears, that I could scarcely 
fail to be struck by the importance of the incident. 
The very title of the Prince who was to go intd 
exile had an ogreish ring about it for me; and, 
though I had been told on good authority that 
he was a man of remarkably handsome appearance, 
possessed the most pleasant manners, and was 
devoted to little children, I was very far from 

B 
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crediting the statement. In my youthful mind a 
man who was notoriously inimical to my own family, 
and who had publicly called my mother the Enemy 
of Pannonia, and had stated his wish to have us 
turned neck and crop out of the country, could 
never be anything but a fiend in human shape. To 
see this beautiful creature before me, however, and 
to have it on reliable evidence that she was his 
daughter, somewhat disconcerted me. I looked at 
the little maid seated in my mother’s lap with a fresh 
curiosity, and endeavoured to take soundings of the 
position. It was beyond me, however. Could she 
be a second Gerda (I was busy with Hans Ander¬ 
sen at the time); and would she turn out to be a 
robber maiden who tickled reindeers' throats with 
a sharp knife, and laughed to see their fear? I 
was in the midst of my cogitations, and was 
vaguely wondering what the Count von Marquart 
would say if he knew that his enemy’s daughter 
was in the palace, when the little maid, yearning 
for younger sympathy, I suppose, slipped from my 
mother’s knee, and, crossing the room to where I 
stood, took possession of my hand. 

I like you,” she said, looking up into my face 
with her beautiful eyes; and from that moment 
,^e pressure of her tiny fingers, and the remem¬ 
brance of the look ^e gave me then, have been 
among my most cherished memories. 

By my mother’s orders, a carriage had been 
brought for her, and one of the ladies-in-waiting had 
been deputed to take her back to her father’s house. 
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While the necessary preparations were being made, 
we passed out, still hand-in*hand, into the great 
vestibule. 

It was the first time for more than a hundred 
years that a Ramonyi and a Lilienhdhe had walked 
together, and there were some who looked upon it 
as an augury. 

It was quite certain that she had not yet altogether 
recovered from the shock the accident had given 
her, for her face was still pale, and her hand trem¬ 
bled in mine. 

‘‘What is your name?” she asked in childish 
accents, as we stood before the statue of the Great 
Founder, the same who had bequeathed to me the 
Michael Cross of famous memory. 

“ Paul,” I answered: “ Paul Michael George.” I 
gave it in full in order that the fact might be more 
clearly impressed upon her memory. 

“ I shall ’member,” she returned gravely; and for 
the second time she added—“I like you.” 

At this moment the carriage made its appearance, 
and the Baroness Rabovsdin, to whom my mother 
had entrusted the responsibility of conveying the 
child back to her father’s house, went down the 
steps and entered it With a gravity beyond my 
years, I led Princess Ottilie down to it, and helped’^* 
her to her seat beside the Baroness. Then the 
carriage drove away, and that was the last I saw 
of the daughter of the Prince of Lilienhbhe for 
many years to come. 



CHAPTER II 


A lthough my father, acting on the advice of 
his Ministers, had taken the decisive step of 
banishing the Prince of Lilienhohe from the country, 
he had not been able altogether to rid himself of the 
trouble the latter had occasioned. The Ogre had been 
growing larger and uglier for years, and, on looking 
back upon it now, I am of the opinion that it was his 
last, and I cannot help thinking his greatest, impru¬ 
dence, that brought about the disastrous end. Be that 
as it may, however, the result was quickly appar¬ 
ent. The contempt the populace felt for us was to be 
observed in every direction. My father, who seldom 
left the palace, was not brought into actual contact 
with it, but 1 remember on one occasion my mother 
and 1 being hooted while driving in the Graben 
What we had done to deserve it I cannot say, but 
the incident was sufficient to show me a side of my 
mother’s character that I had never encountered 
before. In her home life she had, as I have o%h 
served already, developed into a quiet and loving 
woman. Now, in the face o( danger, her old spirit 
reasserted itself, and I can recall the flash that 
lighted her eyes, and the contemptuous curl oi 
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her lips, as she faced the crowd that surged about 
the carriage. Turning to me she took my hand and 
bade me not be frightened; then, looking at the 
Baroness Niedervald, who was sitting opposite, and 
who appeared as if she were about to collapse, 
added sternly, “I am sure you are not afraid, 
Madame, so I beg you will not permit them to 
think so.” 

The Baroness, who stood in greater awe of my 
mother than a thousand street ruffians, pulled her¬ 
self together, and immediately repaid their jeers 
with looks of scorn. 

Ten minutes later we were back at the Palace 
once more, and my father had been made acquainted 
with what had occurred. A curious smile flickered 
over his sphinx-like face as he heard the news. 

“ You fed your hounds too well at first, my 
dear,” he said, with that cynicism that always 
characterized him. “ They are grumbling now be¬ 
cause the supply of bones is finished, and they are 
compelled to fall back on stones.” 

I did not realize the force of his allusion then, 
but it has become more plain to me since. One 
thing is quite certain—it angered my mother be¬ 
yond measure, and from that time she carried no 
ni(n:e complaints to him. Even had she done so, 
it is doubtful whether it would have been of any 
use. “Go to von Marquart, your Majesty,” he 
would have said. “ He is the real king; I am only 
the fig^ure-head—^the puppet, if you like.” 

As a matter of fact the time had gone by for 
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active interference, and all that could now be done 
was to wait, and to endeavour, as far as possible, to 
hold the rabble in check, until some new sensation 
should arise to divert their attention. To make 
matters worse, the country was split up into fac¬ 
tions ; thus for every step gained in one place we 
lost ground elsewhere, and, by propitiating one, we 
enraged another. Some were for deposing my 
father outright, and inviting Prince Ferdinand to 
mount the throne; while others went even so far as 
to contemplate doing away with Royalty and nobles 
altogether, and establishing a Republic, in which 
every man was to be the equal of his fellow, and 
Caste should be swept away entirely. They could 
not realize the fact that their present ruler, if he 
had done nothing else, had at least permitted them 
to' enjoy the benefits of peace. He was not ambi¬ 
tious like his neighbour on the north, nor aggressive 
like his fellow on the south, and in consequence the 
country flourished as it could not otherwise have 
hoped to have done. It has often struck me since 
that a nation is not unlike a defective dam. So long 
as it holds together it is solid and watertight, but 
let even the faintest trickle of moisture percolate 
through its massive sides and more will surely 
follow; later, a gaping rent will show itself, where 
first the dampness appeared; then, in one brief in¬ 
stant, before man can prevent it, the mighty flood 
bursts its bonds, dashes forth and sweeps all the 
old order away before it 
Being at this time only nine years old, 1 cottld 



“XOiVC UVE THE KING" 2 ^ 

not, of course, appreciate the gravity of the situa¬ 
tion. But I was quite aware that those 1 loved 
were in trouble. It was brought home to me more 
convincingly by one little incident than by any¬ 
thing else. 

It was nine o’clock on a winter’s night. Snow 
was falling, and the palace courtyard was covered 
with a white mantle. According to custom. Max 
and I had been to our mother’s room to bid her 
good-night, and had crossed the great hall on our 
way to our own apartments, when, at the top of the 
grand staircase, we met the Prime Minister, Count 
von Marquart, ascending. As a rule we were afraid 
of him; his manner was harsh and overbearing, and 
it had been wittily observed that there were only 
two persons in the world, the Count von Marquart 
and himself, with whom he was on terms of any¬ 
thing approaching intimacy. To-night, however, 
we noticed that he was disturbed about something. 
On seeing us, he paused and bade us a polite good¬ 
evening. Then, gazing into our faces with those 
cold, piercing eyes of his, which seemed to look one 
through, he patted us on the shoulders, heaved a 
heavy sigh, and muttering “ Poor lads, poor lads I 
followed the servant along the corridor in the 
direction of my father’s study. 

For the next few days Council followed Council, 
and from each the Ministers drove away with 
gloomier faces. I have since learnt that the failure 
of the crops in the northern provinces, and the 
cons^uent dearness and scarcity of bread, had pre- 
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cipitated matters, and forced the hands of those who 
were really at the bottom of the mischief. Some¬ 
how I do not fancy that my father even at this, the 
gravest crisis of his life, properly realized what 
the near future had in store for us. Having 
devoted his attention to other matters for so long, 
he had lost his grip of the public pulse, and in 
consequence was unable to realize the deadliness 
of the disease that was taking possession of his 
country. The cleverest men have fallen into this 
error, and, as all the world knows, my father was 
very far from being a simpleton. The effect of this 
state of things upon the various members of the 
family, and our own immediate entourage^ was as 
strange as it was varied. Like the dipsomaniac, 
who, in his own heart, is quite aware that to in¬ 
dulge his craving is to court a certain and most 
terrible death, my father persisted in his former line 
of action—or shall I say inaction ?—^finding, it would 
seem, a recondite pleasure in contemplating the ap¬ 
proach of ruin. With my mother it was entirely 
different. Wayward and impetuous as she had 
once been, she now proved herself, by the feminine 
rule of contrary, I suppose, the best wife he could 
have had under the circumstances. Where he was 
weak, she was strong; she threw herself into the 
breach, and with counsel and encouragement, and 
with an insight that marked her as a daughter of a 
race of rulers, endeavoured, so far as lay in her 
power, to beat back and outwit the foes who were 
hemming us in on every side. Upon one person 
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only, and then always excepting on one memor¬ 
able occasion, the peril in which we stood seemed to 
produce no outward effect. I allude to Count von 
Marquart, the man whose personality stands out in 
that terrible period, clear cut, impressive, and in¬ 
variably heroic. The waves of discord might dash 
and break at his feet, the winds of hatred shriek 
about his devoted head, but, like a lighthouse in a 
storm, he stood immovable—a guiding light to the 
end. 

Though we did not think so at the time, and flat¬ 
tered ourselves that everything would soon be set 
right, we were nearer the end than we supposed. 
It was bn the sixteenth of December, a date en¬ 
graved in letters of fire upon my brain, that the 
climax came. For several days the city had been 
in an uproar, crowds had paraded the streets, and 
had even clamoured at the palace gates. So violent 
did they at last become, that it was necessary that 
the military should be called out in order to dis¬ 
perse them. But—^and it was here that the shoe 
pinched—it was unmistakably borne in upon those 
at the head of affairs, that the army itself was 
in sympathy with the rioters. For upwards of a 
week Max and I had not been permitted to leave the 
palace, the streets being considered unsafe for us at 
such a time. During the afternoon of the sixteenth 
a council meeting was held, after attending which 
the members had been compelled to disperse secretly, 
and by different doors, for fear the mob should get 
hold of them. By chance I happened to be near my 
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mother’s boudoir when von Marquart acquainted 
her with the result of their deliberations. They had 
never been friends, but at such a time they felt they 
must cease to be enemies. 

“ If you will give me warning when it will be 
necessary for us to start, I will take care to be 
ready,” I heard my mother say, in answer to a 
speech of his. 

“You may count upon me,” Marquart replied 
gravely. “ I will allow your Majesty as much time 
as possible.” 

Then, having kissed her hand, he withdrew with¬ 
out another word. When he had gone, my mother 
crossed to the window, and drawing back the cur¬ 
tain, looked out upon the snow-covered Platz. 
Presently a convulsive sob reached my ears. Proud 
woman though she was, in the face of this new 
trouble, her fortitude for the moment deserted her. 
I emerged from my hiding-place and went over to 
her, slipping my hand into hers. Sinking down 
upon the window-seat she di ew me to her and kissed 
me passionately. 

“ Paul, Paul, my little son,” she cried, her voice 
breaking with tears, “ this is my work. It is your 
mother who has brought about this ruin. And 
yet God knows I am innocent of any evil inten¬ 
tion.” 

“ Those who say that it is your fault lie, mother,” 
I began, with an indignation that at any other time 
would have been ludicrous in one so young. “ Mu 
says it is a lie, and when he is king he will punish 
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them. He told me this morning. Don’t cry, mother 
dear; Max and I will take care of you.” 

The unintentional irony of my remark must have 
occurred to her, for she rose from her seat and 
walked a few paces away. How bitter her thoughts 
must have been at that moment I Her husband 
was alive, and yet her honour was to wait for ven¬ 
geance until her sons should be come to man’s 
estate. My little speech, spoken in all good faith, 
strikes me now as the most cruel indictment yet 
urged against my father’s memory. 

That night, when Max and 1 were in bed, I told 
him what I had heard and seen. 

“Why doesn’t our father order out the troops 
and shoot them down ? ” said bloodthirsty Max. 
“ That was what Maximilian the Seventh did, and 
they left him in peace. If I were king I would 
show them no mercy.” 

It seemed to me a pity under these circumstances 
that Max was fwt upon the throne, for then by 
his own showing we should have nothing to fear, 
and should be able to go for our daily rides, 
instead of being shut up within the palace from 
morn till night. Then I fell asleep and remembered 
no more until I was awakened by hearing a stern 
voice ordering us to get up and dress as quickly 
as possible. I opened my eyes and to my surfurise 
found the Count von Marquart standing beside 
my bed. What his presence there, and at such 
an hour, betokened, I could not for the life of 
me understand; but such was my respect for 
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him, by day or night, that I did not hesitate to 
do as he bade me. Half asleep and half awake 
Max and I huddled on our garments, and, as soon 
as we were dressed, followed the Count down the 
stairs to one of the audience chambers leading 
out of the great hall. There we found my mother 
and father, dressed for going out. My favourite 
captain of the Guard, Baron Bathony, covered with 
snow, entered the vestibule as we crossed it. He 
shook himself like a great dog, and then, seeing von 
Marquart standing by the door, hastened towards 
him. That he had some bad news to report was 
plain to all of us. It was written on his face. 

“Well, sir, what tidings do you bring?’* asked 
von Marquart in a fierce whisper, that was as 
audible as his usual voice. 

“The very worst,” replied Bathony. “The 
citadel has fallen, and the garrison has gone over 
to the Revolutionists. Dalovitch and Rachstany 
are dead, shot by their own troopers, and the 
enemy are even now marching in the direction of 
the palace. I have come to warn his Majesty.” 

“And his Majesty is infinitely obliged to you,” 
said my father, who had approached them un« 
observed. “The farce of kingship is played out, 
and now it is perhaps as well that we should ring 
the curtain down. What say you, Marquart?” 

“ I think it is time your Majesty considered the 
safety of your wife and children,” answered the 
Prime Minister bluntly. “ If you would save their 
\tves it would be as well that you should leave 
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the palace and start on your journey at once. 
There is no saying how soon the mob may be 
here, and then escape may be impossible.” 

On hearing this my mother rose from her chair. 
All traces of the agitation I had noticed earlier 
that evening had left her and she was as calm 
and collected as ever 1 had seen her. 

“We are quite ready,” she said. “If your 
Majesty will give the necessary orders, there need 
be no further delay.” 

“So be it,” remarked my father. “These 
children had better be warmly clad, for the night 
is cold.” Then turning to Max, who had been 
listening attentively to all that passed between 
them, he added, in his usual cynical fashion, 
“I had once hoped, my boy, to have had the 
pleasure of abdicating in your favour. It would 
appear that even kings may be mistaken. It is 
only the Sovereign people who are invariably right. 
Now, Marquart, if you are quite ready, let us bid 
the Capital good-bye.” 

With Bathony leading, my father and Max 
following close behind him, my mother and I, 
hand-in-hand, coming next, and Marquart bring¬ 
ing up the rear, we left the audience chamber 
and passed across the great hall, under the staring 
statues, many of which had looked down on at 
least three generations of our race, and which were 
destined to be hurled from their pedestals and 
smashed to atoms within a few hours of our de¬ 
parture. Then out by a side door into the walled- 
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in space called the Guard’s Parade, from the fact 
that on sunny mornings the band of the Household 
Regiment was wont to play there. On opening 
the door we were assailed by the cold blast, which, 
blowing across the snow, gave us a foretaste of 
what our journey would be like. The night was 
fine, and overhead the stars shone brilliantly. 
The glow of the city lights could be seen on every 
hand, while in the distance the low hum of the 
mob fell upon our ears like a wild beast roaring 
for its prey. This alone served to make us 
quicken our pace towards a gate on the opposite 
side of the courtyard, which Bathony unlocked, 
and which, when we had passed through it, he 
again secured behind him. Only once in my 
memory have I heard of a reigning family leaving 
tlieir palace in so unostentatious a faslilon. 

Twenty yards or so from the gate, two carriages 
were drawn up. Towards the first of these Mar- 
quart hurried us. The other was for my mother’s 
maid and my father’s faithful valet, and also 
for our luggage, of which we could not carry 
very much. The leave-taking of the two men 
who had stood by us so faithfully was affecting 
in the extreme. 

*^Your Majesty knows the route that has been 
arranged ? ” b^;an Marquart. “ The men, I pledge 
myself, are trustworthy, but I should not delay at 
any place longer than is absolutely necessary for 
the business in hand. The rebellion is spreading 
through the country, and one scarcely knows upon 
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whom to pin one’s faith. For your children’s and 
your Queen’s sake, let me implore you to be careful! ” 

Even then, at this late hour in the tide of his 
affairs, my father could not resist a jibe at the 
other’s expense. 

‘*I must endeavour to remember your advice, 
Marquart,” he said. “ At first it is a little difficult 
to understand that one is out of leading strings. 
I suppose, however, I shall get used to being my 
own master in time.” 

To this speech Marquart offered no reply. Taking 
the hand my mother offered him, he bent over it 
and kissed it. 

“ Farewell, your Majesty,” he said, ** and when 
we next meet I pray it may be in happier times.” 

Then he took leave of my father and afterwards 
of Max and myself. Bathony followed suit, and 
then we entered the carriage and drove rapidly 
away. 

Choosing deserted streets and avoiding every 
thoroughfare in which there was the remotest 
chance of our carriages being recognised, we event¬ 
ually reached the outskirts of the city and took the 
high-road that leads across the mountains to the 
town of Aschenberg. So far, admirable success had 
accompanied us, but it was no sort of guarantee 
that such good fortune would continue. Hour after 
hour we rolled along the silent country roads, 
drawing gradually nearer the mountains, whose 
snow-clad peaks loomed dense as a wall against the 
starlit sky. 
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It had been arranged that we should spend what 
remained of that night and also the next day at the 
house of a distant kinsman of the Count von Mar- 
quart. On the second night we were to continue 
our journey, putting up at an inn in the mountains, 
and so on, as fast as horses could take us, and 
circumstances would permit, until we should have 
crossed the border and be in safety. The night was 
well spent before we reached the mountains, and 
it wanted only an hour or so of daybreak when 
we began the climb up the last ascent that led 
to our refuge for the night. Already the first grey 
dawn was creeping across the landscape, showing 
the snow-covered slopes of the mountains on the 
one side, and the rock-strewn valley on the other, 
in all their dreary nakedness. Then we looked 
out of the carriage window and saw the castle 
itself, standing out on the bold side of the mountain, 
and commanding a view that is possibly without 
its equal in all Pannonia. The rusty old draw¬ 
bridge—for this ancient place still possessed one— 
was lowered in readiness for our approach, and 
since the owner and his three stalwart sons were 
beside it on the look-out for our coming, it seemed 
as if our arrival were more anxiously awaited than 
we imagined. Glad as they were to see us, we 
were still more pleased to leave the carriage. For 
two of our number at least the journey must of 
necessity have been^an agonizing one. Yet no 
word of reproach had been spoken on either side. 

“ 1 offer your Majesties the heartiest welcome in 
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my power,” said our host, coming forward and 
bowing before my father and mother. “I would 
to God it were not under such circumstances.” 

<*The fortune of war, my dear Count,” replied 
my father. “ Let us be thankful our enemies have 
allowed us even to live. I believe I am not the 
first of my House that your castle has sheltered in 
adverse days. If I am not mistaken my ancestor, 
Stephen Ramonyi, was its guest in 1553 when— 
but there, the present is sufficient for our needs, 
without raking up the troubles of the past, and 
it is rather cold here for such a discussion. Her 
Majesty and the children are tired after their long 
journey.” 

On hearing this the old man led the way across 
the great courtyard towards the flight of steps which 
led up to the main entrance of the castle. 1 cannot 
hope to make you understand how the dreariness of 
the place struck me, and what a chill it set upon my 
heart. Yet for the time being it meant safety, even 
life itself, for us. 

The Countess received my mother on the steps, 
and then we passed into the castle together. A 
meal had been prepared for us, and as soon as we 
had discarded our wraps we sat down to it. What 
transpired further I do not know, for, quite worn 
out, I fell asleep in my chair before 1 had swallowed 
half a dozen mouthfuls. When I awoke again, I 
was in bed and the wind wis whistling round the 
turret as if in mockery of our fallen fortunes. 

Next evening, as soon as it was dark, we bade our 

c 
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friends farewell, and once more resumed our journey 
It was necessary that, if possible, we should reach a 
lonely inn on the other side of the mountains before 
daylight, and the road, so we were informed, was 
by no means a good one. As we soon discovered, 
this proved a correct assertion; for a more dis¬ 
couraging thirty miles could scarcely have been 
found in the length and breadth of the country. In 
consequence, instead of arriving at our destination, 
as it was most important we should do, while it was 
still dark, it was full morning before we came in 
sight of it. If the Castle of Elfrinstein had seemed 
a lonely spot, this, our second stopping place, was 
infinitely more so. The inn itself stood within a 
deep gorge, the rugged sides of which towered some 
hundreds of feet above its roof. The building was 
a mere hovel of four rooms, and at one time was 
much frequented by those engaged in smuggling 
spirits across the border. 

When we drew up at the door, the landlord, an 
enormous man, possessing the reddest hair I have 
ever seen on a human being, and a beard that 
reached almost to his waist, emerged, rubbing his 
eyes and yawning cavernously. He was followed 
by a woman, his better half in the most complete 
sense of the expression. Together they approached 
the carriage, and as soon as my father had alightedi 
knelt before him with bowed beads. The picture 
seemed so incongruous, so out of keeping with the 
other attributes of that grim place, that, miserahle 
as we all were—for the previous night's journey 
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had been comfort itself compared with that we had 
just completed—I don't think one of us was able to 
suppress a smile. 

“ Get up, my friends,” said my father in a kindly 
tone, “ and lead us into the house. We are worn 
out after our night’s travelling. No one has been 
this way in search of us, I hope ? ” 

“Not a living soul, your Majesty,” the man replied. 
“ They’d best not come about here now. Twould be 
a bad case for them if they found your Majesties 
here.” 

Having uttered this somewhat ambiguous speech, 
he lead the way into the house, where, it was soon 
apparent, great preparations had been made for our 
reception. It would be difficult to say which wel¬ 
come—that we had received at Elfrinstein, or that 
now offered us at this humble inn—was the warmer. 
There was this difference, however; at the castle we 
were free from immediate attack; at the inn we were 
liable to it at any moment, as was soon to be proved. 

It was early in the afternoon *when the terrible 
incident, which came so near our undoing, occurred, 
and it happened in this way. Being determined 
that no one should approach the inn during 
the time we occupied it, our shock-headed 
friend had stationed one of his sons at the entrance 
of the defile, with definite instructions to bring the 
news to him with all speed should he detect the 
approach of any suspicious persons. For the 
gr&Uer portion of the day the lad saw no one; just 
when his brother arrived to relieve him, however, 
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they espied approaching them, as rapidly as tjie 
rough nature of the ground would permit, a body of 
horsemen, who presently proved themselves to be 
soldiers. To rush back to the inn and give the 
alarm was the work of a few minutes. 

“The soldiers! the soldiers!” cried the lads, 
bursting together into the room where their mother 
was busily engaged in preparing a last meal for us. 

Their father rose to his feet. 

“ You know what to do, wife ? ” he said quietly, 
and then entered the room where we were sitting 
listening to the dreadful tidings. 

“The soldiers are coming, your Majesty,” he 
remarked, still quite unperturbed. “ You must be 
away before they reach the house.” 

“ But how is it to be done ? ” inquired my mother 
anxiously. “ I see no way of escape, and there are 
the children to be thought of.” 

“ When the little princes are ready, I’ll show your 
Majesty a way, never fear,” the man replied, and 
surely enough, as soon as our outdoor garments 
had been donned, he took me in his arms and led 
the way through the house to the back. The great 
blank wall of the cliff abutted close upon it, but how 
this was to help us I could not understand. At 
one place his eldest son was busily engaged remov¬ 
ing a pile of brushwood, and making straight for 
this he put me down and began to assist the boy 
When the stack had been partially removed, a 
circular hole in the cliff, about the size of a large 
barrel, became apparent. 
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“ If your Majesties will follow me, I don’t think 
the soldiers will catch you,” he said, and forthwith 
went down upon all-fours, A moment later the 
King and Queen of Pannonia and their somewhat 
fastidious children might have been seen on their 
hands and knees, crawling into safety, if I may so 
express it, through a hole in the wall. 



CHAPTER III 


1 HAVE described the ignominious fashion in 
which our family, led by the g^ant innkeeper, 
made its way through the hole in the cliff, and thus 
escaped the soldiers who otherwise would certainly 
have arrested us. As soon as Gabriel, my father’s 
valet, who was the last of our party to enter, had 
disappeared, the innkeeper’s son, who remained out¬ 
side, once more covered the aperture with brush¬ 
wood, thus effectually concealing its existence. 
Provided the soldiers did not become aware of our 
subterranean hiding-place, as they were scarcely 
likely to do, we had every right to consider our¬ 
selves safe, at least for the time being. 

Much to our relief the small tuni^l through 
which it was necessary for us to crawl was only a 
few feet in length; for this reason we seemed 
scarcely to have entered it before our guide informed 
us that we might resume an upright position. He 
then struck a match, and its light enabled us to see 
that we were standing in a large cave, the walls of 
which streamed with moisture. Taking a tcnxh, 
made of some resinous wood,from a small box covered 
with a sack, he fired it and turned to us again. 

“ It is for your Majesty to say what you will do 

38 
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now,” he observed, addressing my father. “Do 
you prefer to wait until the soldiers have gone and 
then return to the inn, or will you permit me to 
guide you across the mountains to the Border by a 
track which is difficult but safe, and which will 
shorten the distance by nearly one half? I await 
your Majesty’s orders I ” 

The King turned to my mother as if for her 
opinion. Her mind was soon made up. 

“Let us endeavour to reach the Border by all 
means,” she answered. “ There is nothing to be 
gained by returning to the inn, and there is always 
the risk of the soldiers finding us there. The sooner 
we are under the protection of King George, the 
better for us all.” 

“So be it,” my father replied, with his usual 
equanimity. Then, turning to the innkeeper, he 
added, with what must have been a touch of his 
c 4 d sarcasm, “ If it will not be troubling you too 
much to conduct us to the Border, we will do our 
best to follow you.” 

The man bowed, and, having advised us to step 
cardully, led the way to the back of the cave. 
Hitherto it had looked as if we were standing in a 
chamber to which the tunnel was the only entrance. 
This was not the case, however. In the further corner, 
hidden by a projecting rock, was a narrow passage, 
perhaps seven feet high by three in width. Whether 
it had been cut by the ^nd of man, or whether it 
was the work of Nature, 1 cannot say. In either case 
it enabled us to escape from what promised to be a 
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most embarrassing situation, for had the troops 
caught us, I tremble to think what our fate must 
have been. Enraged as the populace were by our 
departure from the Capital, and flushed with their 
recent triumphs, it is difficult to say to what 
extremes they might have resorted. The fate of 
the poor Countess Stravenberg, who for many years 
had been one of my mother’s Ladies-in-Waiting, and 
who refused to leave the city, though repeatedly 
warned to do so, was sufficient to show us that they 
were not prepared to stick at trifles. 

Leaving the cave, we climbed the narrow pas¬ 
sage in single file, the landlord leading the way, 
Gabriel bringing up the rear. Sometimes in my 
dreams I climb that passage now, see the streaming 
walls, feel the rough stones under my feet, and 
hear my mother’s voice bidding me step carefully. 
From what I can remember of it now, the path 
must have sloped upwards very gradually. It was 
long, and certainly difficult. As the innkeeper, 
with a desire for explanation that unconsciously 
attained a fine height in the realms of ^ony, con¬ 
fessed to my father afterwards, it had been used in 
bygone days by smugglers, who were in the habit 
of bringing their booty across the border by the self¬ 
same track we were to follow that night. Having 
reached the western slope of the mountains, they 
carried it down by the passage to the cave below, 
whence it was dispatched to its destination by dif¬ 
ferent hands. It is possible that our guide had 
himself participated in this amusement; if he had, 
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however, he did not commit himself. Once on the 
road my father gave him a home thrust:— 

“ You seem to know the road extremely well, my 
friend,” he said. “Doubtless you have carried 
many a valuable cargo over it with your friends. 
I fancy, however, this must be the first time you 
have convoyed a king.” 

The man looked sheepish. 

“ Well, well,” continued my father, noticing his 
confusion, “if you have defrauded the king, you 
have at least made up for it by giving him his life. 
Since the bargain would strike you as a fair one, 
we will cry quits.” 

It was noticeable, as we approached the end of the 
passage, that the incline was not so steep. Indeed, 
at the mouth it was almost level walking. A 
moment later the guide put out his torch by the 
simple expedient of knocking it against the wall, 
at a place where many torches had been ex¬ 
tinguished before, and as he did so, the daylight 
poured in upon us. We had reached the end of our 
tmdergrouiid journey. Outside, the world was 
covered with snow, and the air that blew in through 
the passage was bitterly cold. 

“Would your Majesties care to rest awhile, or 
shall we push on ? ” inquired the iimkeeper, after 
he had inspected the sky. 

“ Let us go on by all means,” my mother re¬ 
plied. “ How far shall we have to travel to reach 
the Border?” 

“ FuUy thirty miles,” the man answered* “ It is 
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about twenty from here as the crow flies. There 
is a hut half way in which we can spend the night. 
If we are to reach it before dark, however, we must 
step out.*’ 

We accordingly rose and prepared for our long 
tramp. It was a terrible undertaking for most of 
our party. My mother and her maid were by no 
means strong; my father had lived a recluse’s life 
for so many years that he was ill fitted for so much 
exertion; Max and I were children, while Gabriel 
was a man who had led a decidedly easy life, and 
was by no means accustomed to outdoor exercise. 
Our minds having been made up for us by our 
mother, we left the passage and set out. The 
mountains, covered with their white mantle, looked 
very beautiful, but the silence was awesome in the 
extreme. Not a sound save the crunching of the 
snow under our feet fell upon the ear. All things 
considered, it was far from being a joyous pro¬ 
cession. The remembrance of what we had before 
us, and the recollection of what we had already 
passed through, weighed upon us like lead. As a 
matter of fact, we had not proceeded more than a 
mile before 1 was quite exhausted. Seeing this, 
the innkeeper waited until I approached him, then 
took me up and carried me, sometimes in his armsi 
sometimes on his shoulder, for the remainder of the 
journey. It has struck me since, that the smugglers 
who carried their booty along that track deserved 
all the money they made by their enterprise. 1, for 
one, do not grudge them their existence. 
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The sun had fallen and day was drawing to its 
close when we saw ahead of us the hut in which 
we were destined to spend the night. It was a tiny 
place, built of wood, and of the roughest possible 
description. Poor as it was, however, our hearts 
were gladdened by the sight of it, and on its appear¬ 
ance the others unconsciously hastened their steps. 
With the approach of night the cold had increased 
a hundredfold, and a heavy fall of snow seemed 
imminent. My mother and her maid could scarcely 
draw their feet along, and the remainder of our 
party were in scarcely a better case. For my own 
part, I believe I must have fallen asleep in our 
guide’s arms, for I have but the faintest recollection 
of what occurred during the latter portion of the 
march. But we reached the hut at last, and, for 
the time being at least, were able to consider our 
troubles at an end. In such a place we were 
scarcely likely to be disturbed. Unfastening the 
door of the hut, the man threw it open and invited 
us to enter. 

I am often tempted to wonder whether in the 
history of the Nineteenth Century, when it comes to 
be written, it will be possible to find a parallel in 
the record of any single royal family for that 
strange evening’s lodging. For my owa part, I 
know that whenever my mother’s description of it 
occurs to me, I am compelled to a feeling of wonder¬ 
ment that she should not only be able to recall it 
with so much equanimity, but that she should have 
cmne through it at all. As 1 have said, dusk had 



44 


^'LONG LIVE THE KING'' 


fallen before we reached the hut. As we entered 
it and closed the door behind us, the wind rose, and 
a long gust whistled drearily round the building 
as if loth to let us escape so easily. The snow was 
piled high against the walls, so that at a distance 
the hut must have resembled a white heap rather 
than a human dwelling. Fortunately for our com¬ 
fort, however, the last occupant of the hut had accu¬ 
mulated a good supply of fuel, and this being so it 
was not long before the innkeeper and Gabriel had 
a large fire blazing on the hearth. Provisions were 
next obtained from some mysterious hiding-place, 
and then might have been seen, had there been any 
stranger there to witness it, the curious spectacle of 
the King and Queen of Pannonia, their children, and 
their faithful adherents, sitting before the cheerful 
blaze munching black bread with its accompani¬ 
ment of goat's-milk cheese. After that I must 
have become drowsy, for I remember resting my 
head upon my mother’s arm, watching the 
sparks hop from the logs and listening to the 
moaning of the wind outside. I can recollect 
nothing else, however, until I was awakened by 
a loud knocking at the door. Who can it be ? ** 
was the question that each one asked of him 
or her self. Had the soldiers discovered our where¬ 
abouts ? Were we destined to be captured after aH? 
My father, who had his place on the further side oi 
the hearth, had risen, and was watching the inn¬ 
keeper, who had approached the door, while my 
mo^er placed her arm round me as if she were pre- 
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pared to protect me to the last gasp. Once more 
the knocking sounded, and the innkeeper turned to 
my father for instructions. 

“ Open it/* said the latter with a nod. “ If they 
want us they must have us, so we may as well make 
a virtue of necessity.” 

The other obeyed, and a moment later a blast of 
cold air entered, bringing with it a quantity of snow 
that melted as soon as it touched the door. Outside, 
within the range of drelight, stood three men, each 
of whom, it was to be observed, carried upon his 
b^ck a pack of curious shape. That they were not 
soldiers was happily apparent. The luck which 
had stood by us so far was once more triumphant. 
The innkeeper must have recognised the new 
arrivals, for uttering a cry of surprise, he threw 
his cloak round his shoulders and went out to them, 
closing the door behind him. He was absent some 
ten minutes. When he returned he approached my 
father and informed him, with a candour quite in 
keeping with his character, that’the men were three 
of the band of smugglers of whom he had spoken 
to us that afternoon. The hut was their property, 
and it was they who kept it stocked and provi¬ 
sioned. 

‘ ‘‘But the point is what they intend doing with 
tts ? ** said my father. “ Surely they do not wish to 
turn us out? And there seems scarcely room for 
us all.” 

“They have no thought oi turning your Majesties 
out}’* the other replied. “ All they desire is to be 
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permitted to share the hut with you to-night. Tliey 
have come far to-day and are weary.” 

** If that is all, let them enter by all means. It 
would be hard indeed if we were to keep them out 
of their rightful property.” Then turning to my 
mother, he continued, It is only consistent with 
the topsy-turvy state of things at present eadsting, 
that a king and those who are defrauding him of 
his revenues should spend the n^ht together. 1 
wonder what von Marquart would say iLhe ^^Duld 
see us now ? ” 

He had scarcely finished speaking'befo^^t]^,, 
three men, whose arrival had caused us so mumt^ 
anxiety, entered the hut, the last of the three 
closing the door carefully behind him. Needless to 
say we eyed them critically. And indeed they were 
a singular trio. Two were enormous men, so tall 
indqed that, when they stood upright, their heads 
came within a few inches of the roof. The third, 
the leader and their spokesman, was built on differ*^ 
ent lines; in other words, he was as small ns his 
companions were large; as talkative as they w^e 
taciturn. He was the possessor of an enormous 
head, which was quite out of proportion to his body | 


and his face, which was without hirsute 
of any sort or description, derived an addBrco miji 
ality from the fact that his left eye was 
closed, giving it the appearance of a perpfitm 
When they had deposited their burdens in h c/omm 


of the hut, they turned and saluted my father and 


mother. 




■They turned and saluted. 


Lonfi; Live the King!] 


[J'age 46 




^'LONO LIVE THE KING^' 


47 



the fire 
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i^^^eloMne, my friends,” said my father, who 
be graciottsaess itself when he pleased. ** You 
have choseg i imgh night for travelling. Approach 

yourselves.” 

his invitation, the men drew a step 
tti&blaze, but no persuasion could in- 
come further. Their leader had not 
gf^n the 5 %i| 4.!» and they were not accustomed to 

initiative. Consequently, they took 
ions on blocks of wood at the back of 
th^ hut, and sitting there stared at us with a 
solemnity that^imy other time would have been 
‘ - extreme. It was in vain that my 

|;ht to lure them into conversation. They 
him, h is true, but in so few words as 
They had been engaged in this illicit 
11 their lives, and, as they protested, and we 
could believe, made but little out of it. The risks 
wearg^^reat, the hardships never ceasing, dangers 
them on every hand, and yet they 
braved them for a reward whiclk they could have 
double( ^^p d they confined their energies to the 
humtggWranquillity of trade. They were brothers, 
and'^pbir lather had been in the business before 
theik ft fOiCt which they regarded as a good and 
sqlWfctit reason that they should continue the 

he had ceas^ to participate in it 
Maidenly & small man turned and whispered 
something to ms companion. The idea, whatever 
k m|^seemed to give himconsklerablesatisfactloii, 
forlRtodded his head approvingly. Still true to 
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his rdle of leader, the smaller rose and went to |he 
corner where their illicit merchandise was stored. 
Having broached one of the kegs he poured from it 
a cup of spirit for the refreshment of the party. It 
was offered first to my mother who refused it. Then 
to my father, who took a sip and passed it on; 
the others drinking in their turn. Frofn that 
moment matters improved a little and a desultory 
conversation followed, my father and the little man 
doing most of the talking, the others throwing in 
occasional remarks like the firing of minute guns at 
sea. Thus the night wore on. At length the 
pauses in the conversation grew longer and more 
frequent. The sound of heavy breathing resounded 
through the hut, until only my mother remained 
awake, thinking her own thoughts, which, it may be 
supposed, were far from being of the most pleasant 
description. Poor Queen, though she lived for many 
years after our flight, she never fully recovered 
from the shock of that dreadful time. The ffecdl- 
lection of those days remained a nightmare to her 
until the end, and it may be remembered that in her 
last delirium she fancied herself back in the hut 
with her children crouching by her side. ' ^ 

As soon as it was light next morning we ate a 
hasty meal, and then prepared to continuir^r 
journey. It was a white world that we looked i|po% 
when we opened the door. Fortunajrfy, snow was 
no longer falling, but it had been doing so all night, 
and every sign of the path by which we h | ||iai> 
proached the hut had entirely disappearei; A 



"LOJfG LIVE THE KING" 


49 


Consultation had taken place earlier between the 
innkeeper and the smugglers, the result of which 
was an offer on their part to assist in the work of 
conducting us to the frontier, which, needless to 
say, was only too gladly accepted. Accordingly, 
as soon as day was sufficiently advanced, we bade 
the hut good-bye and set out on the last stage of our 
momentous journey. A strong breeze was still 
blowin^'^ncross the snow and, as we were soon to 
discover, it cut like a knife. When we had decided 
upon the route, the little man went on ahead, in 
order, so he explained, to spy out the country, and 
to make sure that we did not fall into a trap. As 
on the previous afternoon, the big innkeeper carried 
me, and one of the smugglers did the same at in¬ 
tervals for Max, while the other helped my mother 
and her woman whenever the path became more 
difficult than usual It was perhaps as well that 
we had their assistance, for, as we soon found, the 
road we were following, if road it can be called, 
was far from being an easy one. For the first few 
miles it lay along the mountain side, then by a long 
and gradual descent to the valley below. For the 
women of our party it proved even more trying 
than that of the previous day, but, with the assist- 
ance of the guides, it was in the end safely accom¬ 
plished^ and we stood upon the plain, only a matter 
of ten or S' dozen miles frbm safety. Even that 
short distadbe, however, contained a sufficiency of 
danp^ers. On one occasion we were within an ace 
of stomhling upan a camp of gipsies, on another we 

i> 
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discovered that we were being followed by three 
men, whose intentions could scarcely have been 
conducive to the end we had in view. It was 
within half a mile of the Border, however, and 
just when we were beginning to deem ourselves 
safe, that we received the greatest shock. We had 
left the fields behind us and had entered a small 
wood, when the little man who, as usual, was leading 
the way, suddenly stopped, and held up his hand to 
the others not to advance. Then he crept forward 
to discover, if possible, of what the danger consisted. 
He was absent for upwards of five minutes, and 
when he returned it was with a solemn face. 

“ Soldiers! ” he whispered; “ they are resting on 
the far side of the wood.*’ 

“ There are at least a dozen of them,” he replied 
in answer to a question of my father’s. “ They are 
eating a meal. They have not unsaddled, so that 
they will go on when they have rested.” 

Comforting as this last assurance was, we dared 
not place too much reliance on it. If the men were 
really searching for us, as we felt sure they were, 
it was more than likely that they would maice an 
examination of the wood before leaving it In that 
case we could scarcely fail to be captured. My 
father pointed this out to the innkeeper, who he 
still regarded as the leader of the party. 

“ We must hope for the best, your Majesty,” that 
stalwart individual replied. ” lliey have not caught 
us yet” 

1 can recall the whole scene now—the white tteei, 
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the snow-covered ground, and the anxious faces of 
our party, as we clustered together in the most 
sheltered spot we could find. While we were de¬ 
liberating, snow once more began to fall in heavy 
fiakes. It was the only touch that was wanting to 
complete our misery, and I heard my mother give a 
heavy sigh as if her endurance were giving way 
under the strain placed upon it. 

“ Go back again,” said my father to the little man, 
“and watch them closely. As soon as they have 
finished their meal and you are in a position to 
divine their intentions, return and tell us, in order 
that we may know how to act.” 

The man slipped away in the same noiseless 
fashion as before, and once more we settled our¬ 
selves down to wait. The snow was falling thicker 
and faster every minute, and before the man had 
been absent ten minutes his footmarks were com¬ 
pletely hidden. Of all the trials to which we were 
subjected during those three terrible days, I fancy 
that time of waiting was the worst. We were cold, 
tired, hungry, and in immediate danger. Small 
wonder, therefore, that everything seemed hopeless 
to us. Years afterwards, when I spoke of it to my 
mother, she confessed that, at the time, she did not 
expect to cross the Border alive. Hitherto, she had 
borne up as bravely as any woman could do; now, 
however, her fortitude gave way. To me it was all 
one long bewilderment. Accustomed as 1 was to be 
treated as a king’s son, used to all the luxuries that 
rank and wealth can bestow, I could only imperfectly 
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realize the change in our position. The guard turned 
out and saluted me when I entered the palace gates, 
my name was even associated with one of the crack 
regiments—Prince Paul’s Own Hussars. How was 
it then, I asked myself, that the self-same troops 
were engaged in hunting instead of protecting us ? 
It was a riddle I could not answer, try how I would, 
and my mother’s explanation, that it was because 
they hated her, served to intensify rather than to 
dispel my bewilderment. I was about to interrogate 
Max, on whose wisdom I was accustomed to rely, on 
the subject, when we were suddenly called to action. 
Running as fast as his short legs could carry him, 
the little man burst upon our group with the alarming 
intelligence that the soldiers were about to search 
the wood. Though we had been expecting it, and 
were even waiting for it, the news came upon us 
like a thunder clap. 

“What can we do to escape them?” cried my 
mother, wringing her hands in an agony of terror. 
Then turning to my father she continued: “ What¬ 
ever happens they must not take the children. Save 
them at any hazard.” 

Even in that moment of danger she gave no 
thought to herself. It will always remain my firm 
conviction that she would have yielded up her own 
life joyfully, if by so doing she could have been sure 
of saving ours. 

“ There is nothing for it but for us to hide in the 
trees and take our chance,” began my father, for 
once coming forward with a suggestion. “ If we 
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are perfectly quiet and the snow covers our tracks, 
it is just possible that they may not become aware 
of our presence.” 

In order that you may understand the value of the 
idea, it should be explained that the trees of which 
the wood was composed were a species of pine—I 
cannot recall their botanical name—with long, low 
branches that stretched out and touched the ground 
on every side. It was within the bounds of possi¬ 
bility that if we scrambled in among the snow-laden 
boughs and crouched down, our presence might not 
be observed, but it was a very slender chance upon 
.;which to trust our lives. However, within a few 
seconds of the man’s sounding the alarm, we were 
all stowed away out of sight. I scrambled into 
a Itee with my mother and Max; my father, Gabriel, 
and my mother’s woman were hidden in another; 
while the remainder of the party distributed them¬ 
selves as best they could. Then followed another in¬ 
terval of suspense, during wlych we expected to hear 
every moment the tramp of the soldiers’ chargers 
on the snow, and to find a lance come driving 
into the tree to turn us out. With anxious eyes 
we watched the tell-tale footmarks on the ground, 
knowing that upon them our lives depended. Heaven 
be thanked, however, the snow was falling fast, and 
every second’s delay meant a greater chance of 
safety. A quarter of an hour went by and still the 
troopers did not come. The delay was difficult to 
account for. Had the man made a mistake when 
he had said that he had seen them preparing to 
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search the wood ? I had turned my face up to my 
mother’s and was about to address a remark to her 
on the subject, when a look of terror flashed into her 
face, and she had clapped her hand upon my mouth 
to prevent me from speaking. It was well that she 
did, for, looking through the branches, I saw coming 
towards us, and not a dozen paces distant, a stalwart 
cavalryman, mounted upon a bay horse. He was 
covered by a heavy cloak and had a bundle of hay 
tied behind his saddle. As he rode towards the tree 
in which we lay hidden, he hummed a song, the 
words of which we could plainly distinguish. That 
he noticed nothing unusual about the ground, and 
that he was not troubling himself very much on our 
account, was as plain as his appearance there. At 
any rate, he passed us without becoming aware how 
close we were to him. A moment later we heard 
him call to his companion to know if he had dis¬ 
covered anything. 

“ I’ve got the ague, I believe,” the other answered. 
‘‘ That’s all I’ve found. I wish his Majesty had dis¬ 
covered it instead of me.” 

“He’s worse off than you are, I’ll be bound,” re¬ 
turned the first speaker, with a considerable amount 
of truth. “ For my part, I wouldn’t change places 
with him.” 

Then the voice of the officer in command inter¬ 
rupted them. Five minutes later they had left the 
wood and were on their way along the road upon 
the other side. We were saved ! But it was some 
time before-we recovered from our fright. 
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An hour later we crossed the border, and in less 
than two hours we had placed ourselves under the 
protection of King George of Gota. Our leave- 
taking of the brave innkeeper and his equally brave 
friends the smugglers was of an affecting description. 
For once my father dropped his cynicism and spoke 
his mind direct. My mother added her thanks to 
his, and distributed her rings among the men in 
token of the gratitude she felt for the service they 
had rendered us. If we had no other friends in 
Pannonia, we had at least four upon whom we 
knew we might depend. 



CHAPTER IV 


A t the end of the previous chapter I described 
our arrival in the kingdom of Gota, and the 
farewell we took of the men who had risked so 
much to bring about our safe arrival there. As it 
transpired, we arrived only just in time, for two 
days later my mother was taken seriously ill, and 
for upwards of a month lay at death’s door. During 
that time the news we received from Pannonia was 
far from being satisfactory. The Prime Minister, 
the Count von Marquart, who still remained staunch 
to my father, had done his best to reduce the coun* 
try’s affairs to something like order, but his efforts 
were in vain. In consequence he was compelled to 
beat a hasty retreat to his country seat and to leave 
it to its own devices. Trading on the popularity 
he believed himself to enjoy, the Prince of Lilien- 
hbhe returned from exile, and, assisted by certain 
notorious enemies of the Ramonyi dynasty, made a 
vigorous attempt to seize the throne. He also was 
disappointed in his endeavour, for the country would 
have neither a LilienhOhe nor a Ramonyi. What 
it wanted was a Republic of the French and Ameri-^ 
can description, and a Republic, in hot haste, it was 
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determined to have. As a result the Prince followed 
our example and crossed the Border with as much 
despatch as possible. 

As soon as my mother was convalescent, it be¬ 
came necessary to arrive at some sort of an under¬ 
standing as to what our future was to be. To 
return to our own country was out of the ques¬ 
tion ; for many reasons, too numerous to mention, 
it was impossible for us to remain in Gota ; while 
the neighbouring kingdoms were equally unsafe. 
It was King George himself, our host, who solved 
the problem for us. As a result my tenth birthday 
found us on English soil. Nowhere else in Europe 
could we hope to be so safe, and the affection I feel 
for that country (an affection which I have always 
been eager to acknowledge) may be said to have 
originated at the moment we set foot upon her 
shores. It is just possible the popular excitement 
which attended our arrival may still be remem¬ 
bered. As a matter of fact, I have in my posses¬ 
sion to-day some volumes of the illustrated papers, 
describing the various incidents connected with our 
appearance in the country. We were welcomed 
by the country at large, while, with thoughtful 
generosity, a royal residence was placed at our dis¬ 
posal until we should be in a position to find one for 
ourselves. This done, however, we settled down to 
the enjo3rment of a quiet country life, and to wait 
until the course of events should make it possible 
for us to return to Pannonia once more. The 
change in our affairs proved exactly to my father's 
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taste. He was no longer worried with the cares 
and responsibilities of kingship, but was able to give 
himself up entirely to the studies he so ardently 
loved. In my own heart I believe that, during 
the period of years that elapsed before his death, 
he had but one real fear, and that was the dread 
lest affairs should right themselves in Pannonia, 
and he be called upon to resume his old life. 
With my mother it was altogether different. 
Where he rejoiced at his new-found liberty, she 
chafed and worried about the change in our 
lives. She could not forget that she was a king’s 
wife and a king’s daughter, and that in England 
we were exiles, turned out of our country and 
defrauded of our just rights. Where he scarcely 
spoke of his old life, and took but small interest 
in the country of his birth, she was invariably 
well informed as to all that occurred. She was 
fighting for her children’s rights, and declared 
that she could never rest, or know any peace of 
mind, until we had come to our own again. 
Alas I for her happiness, poor soul, she did not 
live to see that day. 

To Max and myself, accustomed as we were to 
the excitement of a Court, the new life came as a 
decided, and by no means welcome, change. 

It was not long, however, before we became w* 
conciled to it, and by the time we had been a year 
in England, we could not only speak the language 
fluently, but were to all appearances veritable smis 
of the soil. It was a quiet life we led, but not an 
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aimless one. The best of tutors were engaged for 
us, and the smallest detail of our studies was at¬ 
tended to by my mother with scrupulous exactness. 
We learnt to play cricket and football, to fence and 
box like English boys; and in order that our mili¬ 
tary education should not be neglected, it was de¬ 
cided that as soon as we were old enough, Max 
and I should enter the British Army, for which my 
mother entertained the greatest admiration. “ The 
training,” she was accustomed to say, “ will prove 
of the greatest value to them when they return to 
Pannonia,” and that seemed to settle it. Strangely 
enough, however. Max did not hail the arrange¬ 
ment with the delight that she had expected him to 
show. For some reason, as he grew up, his disposi¬ 
tion seemed to change. He, who was at first a head¬ 
strong, impulsive boy, was developing into a silent 
and almost taciturn young man. The notion that 
he would not succeed to the throne of his ancestors, 
which he had conceived as a boy, now returned to 
him with renewed force. It grew with him and 
thrived upon the thoughts that fostered it. One 
little incident will be sufficient to show the hold 
this strange idea had upon him. He was nineteen 
at the time; I was scarcely sixteen. In appear¬ 
ance he was a tall, hne-looking young fellow, with 
dean^nit features, dark resolute eyes, and black 
hair that he wore in a somewhat foreign fashion. 
While he was, to all intents and purposes, a 
imn, 1 was still a boy, fairly well grown it is 
true, perhaps somewhat advanced for my years, 
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but in many respects as inferior to Max as a child 
of six is to a lad of twelve. 

** My dear,” said my father, one morning, address¬ 
ing my mother, when we sat at breakfast, which, 
en passanty we took together in the homely English 
fashion, “I have received a letter that you will 
doubtless consider of some importance. The Count 
von Marquart is in England, and, with your permis¬ 
sion, will pay us a visit to-day. May I instruct 
Beckerstein to telegraph to the effect that you will 
receive him? ” 

A look of pleasure came into my mother’s face. 
What did Marquart’s presence in England mean? 
Did it foretell a change in our lives ? She hastened 
to assure my father that it would g^ve her the ut¬ 
most pleasure to see the old Minister who had 
served our House so faithfully. I thought of the 
Chancellor as I had last seen him, bending over my 
mother’s hand as he bade her good-bye in the street 
beyond the palace, that terrible night on which we 
had fled from the Capital, and informed her in 
answer to her question that I remembered him per¬ 
fectly. Strangely enough the enthusiasm which 
took possession of my mother and myself did not 
extend to my father and Max. The former, I am 
inclined to think, dreaded lest the Cotmt’s presence 
meant the commencement of an intrigue, whidh 
would eventually land him in Pannonia; but Max’s 
reception of the news 1 am altogether at a loss to 
understand. The fact, however, remained, that the 
Count was in England and that in a few hours we 
should see him once more. 



'^LONG LIVE THE KING'' 


6i 


For the remainder of the time that elapsed before 
he could be with us, my mother was filled with the 
greatest impatience. Never before had she been so 
well disposed towards the old man. 

At last his carriage was seen rolling up the 
drive. Contrary to custom and perhaps to etiquette, 
we had assembled on the terrace before the house, 
to await his arrival. Gradually the carriage drew 
nearer and at last it pulled up at the steps. When 
the servants had opened the door, the figure of the 
aged statesman appeared, and ascended to where 
we were standing waiting to receive him. The 
time that had elapsed since we had last seen him 
had not played such havoc with him as we had ex¬ 
pected, His back was still as straight, his glance 
as piercing; his moustache and hair may have been 
a little whiter, but it curled as fiercely as before. 
His age must have bordered close upon eighty, but 
his intellect was as keen as in his prime. He saluted 
my father and mother; then turned to Max. I saw 
his eyes wander over him with evident approval, 
taking in and appreciating the details of his appear¬ 
ance. “ Here,” doubtless he was saying to himself, 
**is a man worthy to be called king.” Then he 
turned to me and took my hand. Immediately his 
expression changed and a look of bewilderment 
spread over his face. **Good Heavens! Michael’s 
cross! ” I heard him mutter to himself, and 1 could 
not have been mistaken, for the others of the party 
heard it also. 

An awkward pause followed, during which I 
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thought of that interview with the gipsy so many 
years before. Perhaps Max was thinking of it also, 
for his face grew very hard and I knew by experi¬ 
ence that he was battling with the temper that was 
trying to get possession of him. Nothing was said 
on the subject, however, and when Marquart had re¬ 
covered his self-possession (why he should have lost 
it I cannot say) we followed our elders into the 
house. Though he endeavoured not to show it, 1 
am inclined to believe that my father was more 
touched by his old Minister’s visit than he would 
have liked us to suppose. At any rate, he forebore 
to indulge in his usual fits of cynicism. Though at 
dinner that evening he did not once refer to Pan- 
nonia, I feel certain a large portion of his thoughts 
were with her. Indeed, all things considered, it 
could scarcely have been otherwise. Since the es¬ 
tablishment of the Republic, the old Chancellor had 
held aloof from public affairs. Nothing would in¬ 
duce him to take any part in the new state of 
things. “ They have mounted their horse of folly,” 
he had observed when he had been approached 
on the subject, ” let them ride it to death. I, for 
one, will not attempt to stop them.” With that he 
had retired to his castle at Friedelbain, and had sat 
himself down to work out his Logarithms and to 
wait for th^ old order to reassert itself. This he 
confidently believe^ would some day come to pass. 

After dinner, my father and Marquart withdrew 
to the former’s study, while Max and I joined our 
mother in the drawing-room. Her lady-in-waiting, 
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for though we were in exile we still preserved the 
semblance of a Court, was reading to her; but when 
we entered, at a signal from my mother, she stopped 
and put away her book. It was easily seen that 
the former had been upset by something, for, when 
we spoke to her, her thoughts seemed far away, and 
she answered with a hesitation that was by no 
means usual to her. Another thing struck me as 
remarkable, and that was her treatment of Max. 
They had not quarrelled; indeed, I had never known 
them do such a thing, and yet her behaviour to¬ 
wards him seemed based on something that I could 
not for the life of me understand. It was as if she 
were trying to make up to him for an unintentional 
wrong that she had done him and which she feared 
he might not forgive when he discovered. To add 
further to this strange state of affairs, the more 
amiable she was towards him the more ill at ease 
did he become with her. He seemed restless, discon¬ 
tented, and yet particularly anxious to be on friendly 
terms with myself, the one person of all others, after 
what had happened that afternoon, whom he might 
have been forgiven had he ignored. I could not 
understand it all, and the more I thought of it the 
more it troubled me. Surely Max did not imagine 
that 1 deemed it likely 1 should ever ascend the 
throne f I could not believe that he would be so 
foolish as to attach any credence to the old super- 
stEtiOB concerning the Michael cross, or that even 
it he did, he would be weak enough to allow it to 
m^^ter his life. 
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If I live to be a hundred I shall not forget that 
evening, every detail connected with which, as I 
have shown, is engraved upon my memory. It 
was considerably after ten o’clock before my father 
and Marquart joined us in the drawing-room. The 
former seemed in excellent spirits, the latter scarcely 
so happy. Doubtless he had come expecting to find 
his old master pining to be back in his own country 
once more. His shrewd common-sense, however, 
must have shown him, before they had been very 
long together, that this was far from being the 
case. He found him contented with his lot, and 
far from desirous of again taking up the load of 
responsibility he had been so fortunate as to cast 
off. Knowing nothing of the strained state of 
affairs that had existed prior to their entrance, 
Marquart must not be blamed if he unwittingly 
intensified the unpleasantness of the situation. He 
seated himself by the side of my mother, and talked 
with her of bygone days, and of friends of whom 
she had long lost sight, thus raising a train of 
thoughts in her mind that could only give birth to 
hopes she must have felt in her heart would never 
now be realized. It was noticeable also that tl^ 
Count's eyes wandered continually in my direction. 
In consequence, I did not appear at my best. Knovr-^ 
ing that Max was watching me, and that my mothOf 
was nervous on his account, I would have giv^ 
anything to have" been able to slip quietly from tlio 
room, and not make my appearance in public agidH 
until Marquart had left the house. This, however^ 
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was out of the question. The Count was our guest, 
and it behoved me to remain with him. How 
thankful, therefore, I was when the time arrived 
for us to say good-night, I must leave you to 
imagine. In silence Max and I made our way to 
our own quarter of the house. I wanted to say 
something to him, and yet 1 did not know with 
what words to approach him. I remembered the 
look 1 had seen on his face that afternoon, and 
dreaded lest an explosion were imminent. Such, 
however, was not the case. Having reached my 
bedroom, we paused to bid each other good-night. 
Then Max put his hand on my shoulder and looked 
sadly down at me. There was an expression upon 
his face that I had never seen there before. It told 
me that he had battled with himself, and that, after 
a severe struggle, his better nature had come out 
triumphant. 

“Poor old Paul!“ he said in a kindlier tone than 
I think he had ever yet spoken to me. “Come 
what may, we will be friends. Whatever the 
future may have in store for us, we will not 
quarrel, will we? Shall we swear to that?” 

** Of course we will be friends. Max,” I answered. 
«We’ll never be anything else, happen what may. 
Why should we ? ” 

He did not answer my question, but shook me by 
hand, and then, with a little sigh, turned and 
Went along the corridor to his own room, while I 
went into mine, vainly trying to arrive at an un- 
deri^anding of the situation. One thing, at any 
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CHAPTER V 


S OME time elapsed after von Marquart’s visit 
before our family returned to its old peaceful 
routine. As I have already said, my father was 
haunted with a vague fear that the Republic might 
be only short-lived, and that, in consequence, he 
might be called upon to resume his duties; on the 
other hand, my mother hoped and prayed that what 
he feared might take place would happen. It was 
not until nearly a year had passed, and nothing 
had resulted from it, that she realized how unim¬ 
portant his visit had been. During that period, 
however, several remarkable changes had taken 
place in our lives. Max had joined his regiment, 
the 123 rd Lancers, some time before, and was now 
quartered in the Midlands, while I was to embark 
upon my quest for military distinction as soon as 
1 should be old enough for a commission. Eventu¬ 
ally I was gazetted to a lieutenancy in Her Majesty’s 
Household Cavalry. This necessitated my living 
in town: a distinct change from the quiet country 
life I had hitherto led. I was fortunate in being 
kindly received by my brother officers, and as my 
father and mother’s many friends went out of didr 
way to show me attention, it tmy be taken for 
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granted that I was about as satisfied with my lot 
in life as a man could well be. Pannonia seemed 
slipping every day further into the background, 
and there were even times when I was scarcely 
conscious of her existence. Strangely enough, my 
mother, upon whom time was steadily laying her 
hand, seemed to be abandoning the notion that we 
should return, and to be resigning herself to the 
idea that England was likely to be her home for 
the remainder of her existence. And that leads me 
to venture upon a little piece of moralizing, the first 
and last, I trust, I shall indulge in. 

We are led to believe by the doctors that once in 
every seven years our physical being undergoes a 
change. Might this not be so in other matters? 
Be that as it may, there is certainly a strange con¬ 
currence in numbers. I was eight years old when 
the gipsy woman told me my fortune, and brought 
about the first trouble between Max and myself; I 
was sixteen when von Marquart made his appear¬ 
ance in England, and marked another epoch in my 
life; and if the line of coincidence may be followed 
further, I might also observe that I was twenty- 
four when the third, and, perhaps in a certain 
sense, the most important event occurred, for the 
reason that from it so many other issues were de¬ 
veloped. At the same time I must confess it is not 
a subject upon which I care to dwell for any length 
of time. It has both a pleasant and a painful side, 
and while I am willing to state that it has proved 
my gn’eatest blessing, I am also bound to admit that 
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it has inflicted upon me a wound, the scar of which 
time will never be able to obliterate. And this 
brings me to another argument. Surely it must 
have struck you how often the greatest events find 
their origin in the simplest things. I will supply 
an instance. John Noakes, a village mechanic, 
drops in one Sunday afternoon, having nothing 
better to do, to take a cup of tea with Matthew 
Stoakes, whose daughter Jane, by the way, boasts 
a pretty face and a comely figure. Hitherto, John 
has never thought of sweethearting, or indeed of 
anything else but his carpenter’s bench, and his bit 
of garden behind the cottage. Somehow this after 
noon, however, he feels impelled towards his neigh¬ 
bour’s house. He goes; old Matthew, to while away 
the time, reads to the assembled company a letter 
he has received from a brother in Australia. 
Though the writer himself would not appear to 
have done as well as he could have wished, he 
describes, with fine descriptive touches, the wealth 
other men have accumulated in that Eldorado of 
the South. John goes home with a notion at the 
back of his head that he too would like to try his 
luck there. The idea grows and flourishes. Even¬ 
tually he sets sail for the Antipodes, and for up¬ 
wards of thirty years nothing more is heard of him. 
When he returns to England after this long lapse 
of time he is several times a millionaire, and in a 
position to purchase half the country-side, which 
he promptly does. He plumes himself upon his 
shrewdness, and talks of his business capacity to 
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* his fellow-justkes ! He quite forgets, however, 
that, had it not been for that chance visit to old 
Matthew's house that sunny Sunday afternoon, and 
the letter that was read to him there, he might still 
be planing at his bench, a poorer and, in every 
respect, a humbler man. And so, gentle reader, I 
venture to suggest, it is with all of us. However 
we may be born, whatever may come to us from 
other people, there is always one little chance per¬ 
mitted r and according as we seize it or neglect it, 
so itL make or mar our lives. Mine came to me 
in a unexpected fashion, and I must leave you 
t , for yourselves in what manner I treated 
iC befell me and mine in consequence. 

'“'‘n popularly supposed, and even by 
iho*?' should surely know better, that Her 
^ Majesry Household Troops have no other occupa¬ 
tion in life than to act as escorts to Royal carriages, 
to take part in public processions, and to sit like 
statues upon their chargers, in the pigeon-houses 
that ornament the front of the Horse Guards. A 
certain popular novelist has gone further and has ac¬ 
cused their officers of being as luxuriously housed as 
young duchesses, of breaking the hearts of beautiful 
ladies-in-waiting, and of committing various other 
petty sins, very charming no doubt in themselves, 
but much too improper for me , to mention here. 
However that may be, I am prepared to state 
Umt my military duties were of a somewhat more 
arduous nature. Relaxations there were, it is true, 
and of the most pleasant description; and he would 
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have been hard indeed to satisfy who could have 
been discontented with them. Nevertheless, the 
fact remains that our lives were not so easy as 
many people are wont to declare. 

Despite a certain witty diplomatist’s assertion 
that Paris is pre-eminently “the city of pretty 
women, while London is that of immaculate 
wives,” I am prepared to contend that never in 
any other part of Europe (Pannonia, for politic 
reasons, of course, excepted) have I seen so many 
beautiful women gathered together at one time as 
in the foggy metropolis of England. At the risk of 
being considered conceited, I must admit their 
kindness to myself. A heart less susceptible to 
their fascinations could not have failed to have 
been broken a dozen times in each successive 
season. As for me, I gave in at once without a 
struggle, and did not utter even a cry for mercy. 

“ It’s a good thing for you that your position pro- 
tects you,” said one of our majors one afternoon as 
we drove home together from Hurlingham. “ Had 
it been otherwise, you would have been caught long 
since.” 

A certain young unmarried American had been 
present that afternoon, and 1 am not going to say 
that there had not been some excuse for his ad¬ 
monition. At the same time I would not admit 
that he was right. To have done so would have 
been to deprive myself of a considerable amount of 
pleasure in the future. 

“My dear fellow,” I answered, “when Providence 
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vouchsafes one such opportunities, it would be 
scarcely respectable on a mere mortal’s part to 
neglect them. Miss Gedge was kind enough this 
afternoon to tell me that she ^ just fairly adored 
princesy and after an invitation of that description 
what <y>uld one do but make oneself as agreeable as 
possible ? Put yourself in my place and see what 
you would do I ” 

“ Not if I know it,” he replied. “I would not run 
such a risk for the world.” 

Favoured though I had been, I was happy enough, 
so far, not to have been smitten by the Bow Boy’s 
dart, and with this little explanation I will proceed 
to narrate the incident to which it is the prelude. 

The week in question had been an exceptionally 
busy one. We had had a field day at Wormwood 
Scrubs on Monday, a regimental polo match at Hur- 
lingham on Tuesday, a mess dinner given to the 
Hereditary Prince of Liedenvald on Wednesday, 
while on Thursday there was a garden party at 
Marlborough House, a state dinner at Buckingham 
Palace, and dances at no less than four houses 
afterwards. When I opened my eyes in the morn¬ 
ing, it was with the feeling that 1 had a vast amount 
of work to get through before I should be able to 
close them again. How little 1 imagined the 
variety of emotions to which I was to be subjected 
before that event could take place! That afternoon, 
at the last moment, I was detained at the barracks 
for some little time; in consequence, it was con¬ 
siderably past four o’clock before I entered the 
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gates of Marlborough House. Having paid my 
respects to the most charming hostess in England, 
if not in the world, I crossed the lawn in search of 
acquaintances. Seated under a tree I discovered my 
kind friend the Duchess of Laverstock. She was 
talking to the Russian Ambassador at the moment, 
but was kind enough to receive me very graciously. 

The good fairy at her birth had bestowed upon 
Her Grace the rare gift—and, believe me, it is a rare 
one—of being able to make the person to whom she 
was speaking think that the amusement of the 
moment would be like leather and prunella to her, 
but for his, or her, participation in it. 

“ You are late, Prince Paul,” she said, moving 
her parasol a little, in order to shade her face. I 
have been expecting you for the last half-hour.” 

“ Am I to be flattered by your interest or grieved 
at your disappointment? ” I replied, seating myself 
beside her. ** Perhaps you will decide for me. In 
any case, could you not induce the Duke to bring in 
a Bill to ameliorate the condition of lieutenants in 
Her Majesty's Household Cavalry ? Think how they 
have worked us this week. It will take at least 
three months’ leave to put me on my feet again.” 

The Duchess laughed good-humouredly. 

** You must dine with us and give him your ideas 
on the subject,” she said. ** He is always ready at 
a moment’s notice to break a lance with the War 
Office. In the meantime I am going to talk seriously 
to you. I have brought a young friend with me to* 
day to whom you must really be introduced. If yott 
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had come to my ball last night, as you should have 
done, you would have met her. How was it that 
you did not put in an appearance ?" 

“Respect the claims of hospitality, Duchess, if 
you will do nothing else,’* I answered. “Prince 
Wilhelm of Liedenvald was dining with us, and I 
could not get away. But who is this friend you 
are so anxious I should meet ? You have aroused 
my curiosity.” 

“Is it really in my power to do that?” she 
retorted. “ You have at last paid me a compliment 
I can appreciate. But let us walk across the lawn; 
I fancy we shall find her at the further end. I saw 
her a few minutes since walking with Lord New¬ 
market. I only hope he has not been regaling her 
with any of his sporting reminiscences. It was 
Mary Bethbridge, I think, who declared that, when 
she was staying at Markingdale, even the wording 
of the family prayers reeked of the stables.” 

Talking in this strain, the amiable lady led me 
across the lawn towards a group of people who 
were clustered near the band. She was on the look¬ 
out for her friend, but who that friend was I am 
prepared to admit I had not the slightest idea. As 
all the world is, or should be, aware, the Duchess 
of lAverstock is an inveterate matchmaker. It is 
said that| at their place in Devonshire, she allows 
such of farm servants as are bachelors a month 
to choose a sweetheart, six months to court in, a 
week to propose in, another month in which to 
mairy, and—well, the long and the short of it is 
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that since there were reasons of State why s^e 
could not do me an injury in that respect, I could 
not understand why she could have been so eager 
to find the lady in question. Putting up her glasses, 
she examined the people about her attentively^ 

“ Well, it really is very extraordinary,** she said 
at last. ‘‘ I felt sure I saw her standing here only 
a few moments ago. Ah 1 there she is 1 Come this 
way, Prince, and remember that you are to behave 
yourself very nicely, under pain of my severest dis¬ 
pleasure.” 

So saying, she led the way towards a lady and a 
gentleman who had hitherto been hidden from our 
sight by the fashionable crowd. The man 1 recog¬ 
nised immediately; but his companion I could nxA 
remember ever to have seen before. One thing was 
certain—^she was a wonderfully beautiful girl She 
was exquisitely dressed, and carried herself with a 
distinction that raised her above the level of the 
other beauties. I seemed to know her face, and yet 
1 could not recall where 1 had seen it before* Then, 
in a flash, 1 remembered. 

Princess Ottilie,** 1 began, as soon as we stoc^ 
face to face. 

The Duchess stared at me in surprise. 

** Can it be possible that you know each 
she cried. had quite made up my mind 
had not met, and I was hoping to do you b&dk a 
charitable action.** > 

Turning to the girl before me, I said, 
the Princess Ottilie, are you not?” 
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« Yes,” she answered; ** and if I am not mistaken 
you are Prince Paul of Pannonia. Do you re¬ 
member that dreadful day when the horses ran 
away and nearly killed me at the palace gates?” 
it likely I shall ever forget it ? ” I returned. 
%hole scene rises before my eyes at this 
moment. What an age has elapsed since then I” 
Tl% Duchess and Lord Newmarket, who were 
I^Wuls, strolled away, leaving us together. I 
again at the girl; really she was remark¬ 
ably beautiful. There could be no sort of doubt 
aMit^t^t. I had never seen any one in my life 
h^ so fair. 



“Can we not discover a couple of chairs, and try 
to recall some other impressions ? ” I inquired. 

“ It would be very pleasant,” she replied; and we 
accordingly strolled away together. 

“ If I may be allowed to say so, you have altered 
a gpreat deal since I last saw you,” I began when 
we had found our chairs and had seated ourselves 
upon them. 

“ And perhaps I might return the compliment,” 
she continued. “How strange it seems that we 
should meet here, does it not?” 

“Very strai^e indeed,” I answered. “ You have 
back to Pannonia since that dreadful time? ” 
^ I said it the folly of the remark became 
a^prent to me. Was it not my own father who 
SCSit the Prince of LilienhOhe into exile ? And 
the hitter, as soon as the Ramonyi dynasty 
ovmhrtmn, stepped into the breach and 
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attempted to seize the throne for hinxs^? That 
for the moment 1 had embarrassed her I could secL 
However, she evaded it with a cleverness that 
showed she was not wanting in that rarest of all 
gifts—tact. 

“We have been living in England for-the last 
seven years,” she replied, with a candour that con¬ 
cealed her real feelings. “ My father declares that 
he is getting too old to move about, and sometimes 
I think he will never cross the Channel again.” 

1 did not say so to her, though I thought it, that 
I deemed it a fortunate thing, not only for himself, 
but also for Pannonia, that he had come to so sen¬ 
sible a conclusion. How foolish and futile the whole 
business appeared when looked at through the di¬ 
minishing glass of years I The feud between the 
two families, the constant quarrels, the scarcely 
veiled hatred on both sides, and then the last out¬ 
break and its consequences! My father had sent 
Lilienhbhe into exile only to follow himself^ a few 
days later. And now, strangest part of all, here 
was I, Paul of Pannonia, talking to Ottilie of 
LUienhdhe in the garden of the Heir Apparent to 
the throne that had given us both shelter. 

When Fate takes it into her head to jest, she does 
not do so in a half-hearted fashion. 'Af^r a little 
while I inquired how it was I hail not met her 
before. 

“ I was Only presented last year,” she ai^wer^; 
“ and this we were late in conjing jcp towiu 
Indeed, hiul lt ^dt been for die Prin(^ of Lieden- 
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vald's visit to England, 1 doubt very much whether 
ire should have come at all." 

For once in my life I was grateful to my cousin 
Wilhelm. 

Really she was beautiful. I remembered what a 
dainty, fragile child she had seemed that day when 
1 bad led her hand-in-hand, after the accident, to 
see the statues in the great hall at Pannonia. In 
that respect she had scarcely altered. Her beauty 
seemed of a different description from any I had met 
before. Her skin was so transparent, her hands 
and feet so small, her head so daintily poised, that 
the most fastidious critic could scarcely have dis¬ 
covered a fault in her. Later on she inquired for 
Max, and I furnished her with a faithful description 
of him, trying to make her realize what a splendid 
fellow he was. 

** You admire him as much as ever, 1 can see," 
she said. “ Your brother is fortunate in having so 
able a champion." 

I did not grasp her meaning then, but it has be¬ 
come more plain to me since. We changed the 
topic, and after a while, feeling that it would not 
do for me to monopolise her altogether, I rose, re¬ 
marking as 1 did so, that I hoped to have the 
(deasure of meeting her again very soon. 1 ran 
over the^ l&t of houses to which I had invitations 
that evening, and inquired whether she was likely 
to be at any one of them. 

** We 11^ gdng to Lady Cummingdale's musical 
firsts" s^; *^.then we go on to the Countassv 
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of Winterbourne’s dance, and afterwards to Lady 
Basingstoke’s.” 

“Then perhaps I may have the pleasure of a 
dance with you at Winterbourne House ? 1 

answered. 

“ I shall be very pleased,” she returned. 

At that moment a tall, handsome man, perhaps 
sixty years of age, with a fierce grey moustache 
and almost snow-white hair, crossed the lawn and 
made his way towards us. I did not know him, 
but I was soon to do so, for the Princess Ottilie took 
a step forward to meet him, saying, as she did so,— 

“Papa, let me introduce you to Prince Paul of 
Pannonia.” 

The other gave a start and drew himself up to 
his full height. 

“ I am honoured in being permitted to make the 
acquaintance of his Royal Highness,” he replied, a 
little stiffly, so I thought. “The last time I saw 
you, sir, was on the day you were baptized. I trust 
his Majesty and the Queen enjoy good health? ” 

I replied to the effect that they were as well as 
could be expected of people of their years, and after 
a few polite nothings made my adieu, vaguely 
wondering what my mother would say when she 
heard of the interview, as I had no doubt she very 
soon would. * 

That evening, during the long state dinner at 
Buckingham Palace, I found nayself cominually 
thinking of the pretty Princess. I^ever had an 
admirably arranged banquet seemed so tedious. I 
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was all ^iixiety for it to be over, in order that I 
might get away to Winterbourne House. At last 
it came to an end, and very soon after I was bowl¬ 
ing along in my cab towards Carlton Terrace. On 
et^ering the house I made my way up the crowded 
staircase to the ball-room, where dancing was in 
full swing. Having paid my respects to my hostess, 
1 searched the room for Princess Ottilie. At first I 
could not see her, and I was beginning to wonder 
whether she could have arrived, when I discovered 
her dancing with one of the foreign military 
attach^. She was not aware of my presence, so I 
took up a position in an alcove and watched her. 
If sheeted looked beautiful that afternoon, she was 
doubly so now. I noticed that she was taller than 
the majority of women present, but her slender 
figure was so exquisitely proportioned that the fact 
at first glance was not apparent. The dance over, 
I accosted her. 

I hope yoiu* dances are not all bespoken. Prin¬ 
cess,’* I said. ** I have the liveliest recollection of 
your promise this afternoon.” 

“You may have the next waltz if you like,” she 
answered. “ We shall be going on to Lady Basing¬ 
stoke’s in half an hour, so that 1 do not know how 
many I shall have time for here.” 

“ thaa case I must have this one and endeavour 
to extort a dance for that house also,” I retorted. 
**Expeii^Elce has taught me that there is nothing 
,iike beii^ befo|%hand in these little affairs.” 
Seeing how matters ^ood, the attache, with all 

F 
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the apl<mb ot a Frenchman, paid het^ ^ charming 
compliment, and gracefully took himself off. We 
thereupon passed into the conservatory t%ether. 

Is your father here to-night?*’ I inquire*^!**I 
have not seen him.” 

“No,” said she. “Papa never condescends to 
dances. He is probably playing ecarte at this mo¬ 
ment at his club. I need not describe to you the 
pleasure it gave him to make your 
this afternooa” 

I glanced at her to see whether she 
but her face was as serious as even shi 
Naturally, I expressed my delight at ^mhg^^^ad 
told me, but I could not help believing trot Jlel^ 
derived a wrong impression from her father’s com¬ 
pliments. The Prince of Lilienhohe had been such 
a determined foe of my family for so many years, 
that I could not see how making my acquaintance 
could possibly afford him pleasure. However, I had 
no time to give to the subject then, for die band was 
playing the introduction to the next waltz, and it 
was time to return to the ball-room. A few steps 
were sufficient to show me that the Princess, like 
all Pannonians, was an excellent dancer. To the 
melody of one of Strauss* waltzes 1 steered her 
through the crowd. The fragrance of liier hair was 
intoxicating, and for some reasmii 1 cani^ explain 
what, it carried me back to the day, years 

ago, when she had taken my hand in had 

cemented our friendshipVith thrthi&Wigfc words 
“ I like you.” How little we had dreamed ^len ci 
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^ iplace where we should next meet, and under 
what circumstances it would be brought about 1 In 
thoae days the Ramonyi dynasty had seemed as 
firiKdj seated upon the throne as that of any other 
rulil^ famil^ in Europe. Now we were in exile, 
and our country was given over to the tender 
mercies of the populace. 

Are you tired? ” I inquired, when we had made 
m drcttit of the room three or four times. 

;# **Not in the least,” she answered. “ I am never 
tired of waltzing, and, if I may say so, you dance 

am afraid it is my only accomplishment,” I 
le^Ued. 


** I shall hope to be a better judge of that later,” 
she retorted. **You must remember that, so far, 
yptt have told me more concerning your brother 
than yourself. Are you always so enthusiastic 
him and so reticent concerning yourself? ” 

^Really! In that case I shall be quite anxious 
#iis Admiral Crichton. Does he never come 


^ Veiy sddom,” I replied. ‘‘ He is devoted to his 

fho is fond of dancing, and of some 
;fhi mmismnents that ordinary mortals in** 
in?^" 

he cares very much fcMT them* I 
|l)te is not in any sense a lady's man.” ^ 

are ptr^red then to admit that he has at 
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least one fault?” she said. “I was beginning to 
believe he was scarcely human.” ^ 

The waltz was gradually dying down, expiring 
like the fabled swan in softest music. When it had 
ceased altogether, I thanked my partner, and led her 
back into the cool conservatory. The admiration I 
had felt for her from the beginning was fast turning 
to enthusiasm. 

Half an hour later I followed her to Lady Basing¬ 
stoke’s house, and when, after another delicious 
waltz, I escorted her to her carriage, and was intro¬ 
duced to her chaperone, I was as near enchantment 
as a man could well be. Next day I did myself the 
honour of calling at her house, and was most graci¬ 
ously received; the morning following I met her in 
the Row. She was mounted on a neat thorough¬ 
bred, which she sat and handled with the grace and 
dexterity of an accomplished horsewoman. With 
the sunshine sparkling in her eyes and playing 
among the tresses of her hair, her trim figure clad 
in its well-cut habit, with just the suspicion of a 
tiny foot peeping from beneath her skirt, she pre- 
sented^'a picture that a man would have been 
justified in walking miles to see. On the Monday 
following we met at a dance in Eaton Square, on 
the Tuesday at another at Wiltshire House, on Wed¬ 
nesday at the state conceit at Buckingham Palace, 
and on Thursday and Friday at a multiplicity of 
dances. Take these things into consideration, and 
is it necessary for me to add that by the end of the 
week I was head over ear^^ in love ? 



CHAPTER VI 

** TW dear old fellow, how well you are look- 

JLVA ing! ” said Max, as he drew oflf his gloves 
and brushed some dust from his coat sleeve. He 
had just arrived from Yorkshire, and had arranged 
to spend a portion of his leave in town before going 
down to Hampshire to visit our respected parents. 

“ I am wonderfully fit,” I answered. How are 
you?” 

** Only pretty well,” he replied, and I noticed as 
he spoke that his face looked older and more care¬ 
worn than when I had last seen him. What was 
more, his manner seemed to have lost much of its 
old vivacity. The change startled me more than I 
can say, and my fears were far from being allayed 
when, half an hour later, he communicated to pie the 
direful intelligence that he had determined td resign 
his commission in the army. 

“ I cannot go on with it,” he said. “ I do not take 
the least interest in it, and, if the truth must be 
told, I am far better out of it. I am only sorry that 
they ever permitted me to take it up.” 

“ My dear old fellow,” I answered, “ this is the 
worst news I have heard for a long time. You 
surely cannot be serious?” 

H 
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** I could not be more serious if my life 
upon it,” he returned. ** Don^t imagine that I have 
acted hastily and without thought. I have given 
the matter the fullest possible consideration, and the 
step I am about to take is the result. It will hurt 
our mother terribly, I fear, but it cannot be helped.” 

“ And what do you intend to do when you have 
left the army ? ” I asked, more for the sake of saying 
something and having time to collect my thoughts, 
than for any other reason. 

“ I don’t know,” he replied gloomily. “ Upon my 
word, I do not. The truth of the matter is, Paul, old 
man. I’m a failure, an abject failure. I have 
guessed it for years, and now I am certain of it.” 

He looked so sad, that I crossed the room and took 
his hand. “ You mustn’t say that,” I began. “ You 
know how proud we all are of you, and how our 
hopes are centred on you.” 

Then, with what was for me unusual earnestness, 
I continued, ” Think of Pannonia! This wretched 
fiasco of a Republic cannot endure much longer, and 
then our father will abdicate in your favour, and 
you will be king. Isn’t that something to look for¬ 
ward to and to work for ? ” 

He shook his head. 

“If it were likely to happen, it might be,” ht 
answered. “ But I know better. I am as certaiii, 
Paul, old boy, that I shall never sit upon the throne 
of Pannonia, as I am that I am standing before you 
now. I don’t know why I should be so sure of it, 
but 1 am quite convinced that it is the case.” 
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\ * 

1 remembered Marquart’s visit, and though I 
would have given anything to have prevented it, 
that wretched old distich began ringing in my 
head:— 


** Pannonia’s King shall firmly sit 
So long as Michael’s Cross doth fit.” 

“It seems to me,” I said, in a fit of temper, 
“ that the best thing you could do would be to con¬ 
sult a physician. You are not yourself; you have 
run down and want a fillip. Before you do any¬ 
thing definite, pay a visit to Harley Street and then 
run across to Paris for a week or two. It would 
make a new man of you.” 

He shook his head once more. 

' “It would take more than a Harley Street tonic 
to set me up,” he replied. “ But there, do not let 
us talk of my own wretched affairs. Tell me of 
yourself—what you have been doing, and how do 
you like soldiering ? ” 

I satisfied him upon these points, and then went 
on to tell him of my meeting with the Princess 
Ottilie Though it was a difficult thing to do, I 
spoke of her with apparent unconcern. I had no 
wish that he should read my secret, not yet at any 
rate. He was extremely interested, and expressed 
a desire to be presented to her himself. Only too 
glad to agree to anything that would take him out 
of himself, I proposed that we should ask permission 
to call upon her. He assented, and I accordingly 
sat down to write a note to her, inquiring whether 
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she would be at home that afternoon, and if so, if 
she would permit me to call and present my brother 
to her ? This note I despatched, and when Max had 
made some changes in his attire, we went out and 
lunched together at the club. On our return, two 
hours later, my servant handed me a note. The 
handwriting was small, and in some respects un- 
English. 

“ The Princess will be very pleased to see us at 
four o’clock this afternoon, if we will call,” I said in 
explanation. 

Returning the note to its envelope, I placed it 
carefully in my pocket. The faint perfume of the 
paper seemed to linger in the room and to endow it 
with a sweetness it had not possessed before. With 
what eagerness 1 looked forward to that call I It 
seemed as if the laggard hours would never pass. 
At last, however, the time arrived, and Felix 
entered the room to inform us that the cab was at 
the door. When we reached it, Max surveyed it 
with evident approval. 

“Very neat, indeed,” he said, as we took our 
places. 

My horses were usually supposed to be fast, but 
it seemed to me as if I had never travelled behind 
one so slow. 1 looked at my watch, only to hnd 
that we had been scarcely five minutes upon the 
road. At last, however, we turned into Curzon 
Street, and drew up before the door of the Prince 
of Lilienhohe’s residence. On entering, we were 
conducted to the drawing-room, where the Princess 
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and the Bareness Roqsal, her chaperone, were 
awaiting our coming. 

“ Princess,” I began, as I crossed the room and 
took her hand, “ will you permit me the pleasure of 
presenting my brother to you ? ” 

"It is very kind of you to bring him,” she 
answered. Then turning to Max, she continued: 
" I am delighted to see you. It is many years since 
we last met, but I remember you perfectly.” 

As he answered her, I glanced at his face and 
noticed the expression of admiration upon it. 

" Do you know I am almost afraid of you,” she 
said, when he had been presented to the Baroness, 
and we had seated ourselves. 

“ I am sorry to hear that,” he replied. " I was 
not aware that I was such a dreadful personage. 
What have I done that you should fear me ? ” 

"You have done nothing,” she answered. "If 
any one is to blame it is your brother. He has been 
singing your praises to an extept that has made me 
deem you almost superhuman.” 

" It seems almost a pity that I should shatter such 
a beautiful illusion, does it not ? ” he asked. " How¬ 
ever, now that you know me, I fear its destruction 
is inevitable.” 

" I must ask for grace before I reply to that speech,” 
she said with a smile. “ I have scarcely had time to 
form my own opinion of your character yet.” 

At that moment afternoon tea made its appear¬ 
ance, and with it the conversation branched off into 
odier channels. We touched upon Pannonian 
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politics guardedly, spoke of our childish reJollec- 
tions of the country somewhat more freely, and then, 
with positive relief, of the many friends with whom 
we were mutually acquainted. Incidentally, the 
Count von Marquart’s name was introduced into the 
conversation. 

“ Poor old man !" said the Princess. “ I am sorry 
to say he is ageing very fast.’^ 

“You have seen him lately then?” Max sug¬ 
gested. 

“ Not very lately,” she retorted, with perfect sin¬ 
cerity. “He called upon us in Paris six months 
ago. I thought he was looking much older and 
feebler then.” 

I saw a puzzled look upon Max’s face, and, as I 
discovered afterwards, I interpreted it rightly. What 
reason had the Count for calling upon Prince Lilien- 
hohe? The ex-Chancellor seldom did anything 
without good reason, and seeing that it was he who 
had advised the Prince’s exile from Pannonia, it 
would be scarcely likely they would be on sufficiently 
friendly terms to warrant the intimacy of an im¬ 
promptu call. It was not until a year or two later 
that I discovered the real reason of the visit, and 
then I was struck with wonderment that I had not 
thought of it at the time. I fancy it sai^ something 
for the ex-Chancellor’s reputation for honesty that 
we did not for a moment doubt his bofta fides in the 
matter. 

Soon after the incident I have just related, and 
when we had been in the house some ten or fifteen 
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mintites, we heard a carriage draw up at the door, 
and a few moments afterwards the Prince of Lilien- 
hdhe himself entered the room. He immediately 
crossed to Max and held out his hand. 

“ I must offer your Royal Highness my most sin¬ 
cere apologies,” he said, “for not having been 
present to welcome you to my house. You have 
done me great honour, and 1 regret that I should 
even appear to have undervalued it.” 

Max said something in reply to this polite speech, 
I forget what, and then we reseated ourselves and 
resumed our conversation. The Prince, who, when 
he chose, could be one of the most amiable and 
fascinating men in Europe, on this occasion laid 
himself out to please. Had the Count von Marquart 
looked in upon us then, he would have felt justified 
in believing that the Ramonyi and Lilienhbhe 
hatchet was being buried for ever and a day. As 
far as I was concerned, it certainly was. At last we 
rose to take leave. 

“ Will you let me say au revoir^ not adieu. Prin¬ 
cess ? *’ inquired Max, as he took her hand. “ I hope 
I may be permitted to see more of you during the 
time I am in town.” 

“ I shall be very happy to see your Highness,” she 
re{died. “ Will you remember that I am always at 
home to my friends on Thursday afternoons ? ” 

When I bade her good-bye, I could have staked my 
word that her hand trembled. 

“ Good-bye,” I said simply. 

. ^Good-bye,” she answ'ered, with corresponding 
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brevity, and, as I looked into her face, I saw ^hat I 
felt sure were tears rising in her eyes. 

“What could it mean?” I asked myself, as we 
made our way downstairs. As far as I could see, 
nothing had occurred to cause her so much emotion. 
Prince Ferdjnand bade us good-bye at the front door, 
and was kind enough to say that he hoped it would 
not be long before he would have the pleasure of 
seeing us again. We reciprocated his good wishes 
and then drove away. 

“ Well ? ” I began in a questioning voice, as the 
cab turned from Curzon Street into Half-moon 
Street. 

“ Well?” Max replied. 

“It looks as if LilienhOhe is inclined to be 
friendly,” I continued. “ The ogre appears to be a 
very agreeable person after all.” 

“C^res usually are, until they have got what 
they want,” Max replied, with a touch of bitterness 
that seemed strangely out of place at the moment. 
“The question is—what does our particular ogre 
want ? ” 

1 did not answer the question. In a flash, why or 
how 1 cannot tell, my suspicions were aroused, and 
I seemed to see everything clearly. It was as if a 
heavy hand had been suddenly placed upon my 
heart. For one brief moment a feeling ^ anger 
against Max swept over me. It was gone again, 
however, as soon as it came. Happen what might, 
there should be fair play between us. 

When we had left the house it was my intention 
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to have asked my brother for his opinion of the 
Princess. Now, however, the question remained 
unput. 

That evening Max was my guest at mess, and 
afterwards we went on to two or three houses 
together, at none of which were we fortunate enough 
to meet either the Prince or the Princess. Next 
morning, however, we encountered them in the 
Row, and in the evening at a succession of dances. 
From that time forward, during the remainder of 
Max’s stay in town, we seemed to be continually in 
their company; so much so indeed that, in one or 
two instances, the fact was commented upon in the 
various society journals of the day. Presently 
rumours were set afloat, and once it was openly 
asserted in the public press that the rivalry between 
the two houses of Pannonia was likely to be set at 
rest, once and for all, by a most happy and unex¬ 
pected event. That Max had followed my example, 
and was by this time as madly in love with the 
Princess as I was myself, I am quite convinced. 
Never byword or deed,however, did he try to make 
me aware of the fact. But I could see that it existed. 
Of my own feelings I am not going to say anything. 
All things considered, it is better I should not. Those 
who have the wit to understand will be able to read 
between the lines. 

It was during Max’s stay in town that he com¬ 
pleted the formalities connected with his momentous 
decision to resign his commission in the Lancers. It 
was in vain that his colonel and brother officers 
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attempted to dissuade him from this step. ‘^His 
mind was made up," he said, “ and he was not going 
to draw back." My mother, who professed to be 
able to see in his resolution the realization of her 
worst fears, was in despair; while my father, who 
treated the question from his usual cynical point of 
view, remarked that “If the youth did not feel 
inclined to devote his attention to business, well, 
pleasure in his case would prove a very fair substi¬ 
tute." Nothing, however, had any effect upon the 
individual most concerned. He had done what he 
deemed to be his duty, and nothing we could say or 
do could alter or amend it. 

At this juncture it is necessary that I should 
depart from the direct course of my narrative, in 
order to offer a few remarks upon Max’s own 
personal condition during the few weeks he was 
with me in town. This, I must frankly confess, 
was at times of such a nature as to cause me the 
greatest possible alarm. He was as changeable as 
the summer breezes. At one moment he seemed all 
happiness; the next he was plunged into the depths 
of despair. At one time he would talk of Pannonia 
with the greatest affection, and appear to be san¬ 
guine as to his chance of some day ascending the 
throne; the next he would assure me that the 
Republic would last longer than we expected, and 
that, even if it did not, he would never live to be 
king. Extravagant though it may seem to say so^ 
I feel bound to confess that there were occasi<^s 
when I wondered whether the troubles of our unhappy 
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House had not exercised an undue influence upon his 
mind. As may be supposed, my position at this 
particular time was far from being a happy one. 
To make it worse, the Princess had, for some reason 
or other, taken it into her head to be vexed with me. 
What I had done to offend her I could not see, but 
that she mis angry with me was quite clear. It 
may possibly have been that she thought I was 
growing tired of the acquaintanceship, inasmuch as 
I was not quite so often with her. But I was 
resolved that, happen what might. Max should have 
a fair chance. He was the elder, and, if he were 
going to be king, their marriage would be only fit 
and proper. Therefore, if she preferred him to 
myself, he should have her, and I would do my best 
to appear delighted. If not, well, then it would be 
my turn to put my fortune to the test. It took some 
time to arrive at this decision, but that once done, 
the rest was easy. Oh, that dreadful time I It has 
often struck me as extraordinary that Max and I 
should have managed to come through it as satisfac¬ 
torily as we did. Surely he must have guessed 
something of what was in my mind. But it is quite 
certain that, if he did, he never for one moment 
allowed me to suspect it. We met continually, dis¬ 
cussed the various topics of the day with well- 
simulated interest, occupied ourselves with our 
round of amusements, as if the wolves were not all 
the time gnawing at our heart-strings, and to each 
otl^ and the world in general were as friendly as 
two brothers could hope to be. Meanwhile, we both 
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knew that every day was bringing us nearer the 
inevitable end. 

To be precise, it was on Monday, the fourteenth 
day of July, that the climax came. Max had left 
me soon after lunch to ride in the park with the 
Princess Ottilie. I was on duty that afternoon, so 
was unable, even had I desired to do so, to accom¬ 
pany them. Indeed, it was after six o’clock before I 
returned to my house, where I expected to find Max 
awaiting me. To my surprise, however, he was 
not there. 

“ Has not the Crown Prince returned? ” I Inquired 
of Felix, my imperturbable groom of the chambers. 

“His Royal Highness left the house nearly an 
hour and a half ago,” the man replied. “ I thought 
your Highness was aware of his intention to leave 
London.” 

“To leave London!” I cried in astonishment. 
“ What do you mean ? What reason have you for 
supposing that he has left London ? ” 

I was certain that he had not the least intentiim 
of doing so when we had lunched together. 

“ His Royal Highness gave me to understand that 
he intended paying a visit to their Majesties in the 
country,” the man replied apologetically. 

“ Did his valet accompany him ? ” 

“ No, your Highness. Theodore is still here.” 

“In that case send him to me. No, on second 
thoughts, ask him what instructions he has received 
from his master.” 

Felix bowed and left the room. When he ^d 



"LONG LIVE THE KING" 97 

gonel stood for some moments in thought. This 
sudden and entirely unexpected action on Max’s 
part was inexplicable to me. Could he have pro¬ 
posed to the Princess, and had she refused him ? I 
was still turning this problem over in my mind, 
when a letter, balanced against the inkstand on my 
writing-table, attracted my attention. It was ad¬ 
dressed to myself, and the handwriting was quite 
familiar to me. To pick it up and open it was the 
work of a moment. 

Mv DEAR Paul, (it ran)— 

At last, thank Heaven, I have been able to 
come to a decision with myself. After years of 
doubt and darkness I can see light ahead. God 
knows whether I am doing right or wrong, but my 
belief is that it is my duty. I want you to be the first 
to hear it, and then to act as may seem best to you. 
Do you think, my brother, that your secret is un¬ 
known to me ? Have you flattered yourself that I 
am not aware that you love Ottilie of LilienhOhe as 
truly as I do myself? If so, you are wrong. 1 knew 
it from the first moment that you spoke of her to 
me. It was written on your face as plain as any 
words. At that time I had not seen her, and, in 
consequence, I was as careless of the future as I 
was of the present. From the fatal moment, how- 
ever, that we crossed the threshold of the Prince's 
house in Curzon Street, I realized that I was destined 
by fate to be your rival. (Here followed a tribute 
to my own behaviour in the affair, which, with your 

G 
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permission, I will pass over.) ... I saw her 
and loved her from the moment that I looked into 
her eyes. At first I resolved that nothing should 
induce me to play you false; but I did not know 
then the strength of my love, or the violence of the 
temptation to which I was to be subjected. I give 
you my word, Paul, that for the first fortnight I 
wrestled with myself and my love with all the 
strength of a man, who was despairing, and who 
wished to be honourable. But it proved too power¬ 
ful for me in the end, and at last I was obliged to 
succumb. The devil was at my elbow whispering 
continually that it was not myself alone that I had 
to think of, but of my country. To marry the 
daughter of the Prince of Lilienhbhe would be to 
unite the two strongest factions in Pannonia, to 
bring peace and happiness to it as a nation, and to 
lift it again, from its place in the mire, to its former 
proud position among the great peoples of the earth. 
I can only wonder how it was that you did not see 
my misery. That it was misery for me I can only 
ask you to believe. The uncertainty was heart¬ 
breaking. One day I felt sure that she loved me, 
and, in consequence, 1 walked in an earthly para¬ 
dise ; the next I was certain that she did not, and 
then I tasted all the bitterness of helL hfeanwhile, 
my conscience was calling upon me to be as lo3ral 
to you as you had been to me. But it was of no 
avail. The temptation was more than I could with¬ 
stand, and at last I fell. My punishment, howev^i 
was not long in coming. This aftemooui as you 
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know, I arranged to ride with the Princess in the 
Row. I met her near Hyde Park Corner, and 1 
assure you, that I, who have never since our escape 
from Pannonia known the meaning of the word 
“ fear,” felt a tremor run through me as she rode 
towards me. But I soon discovered that I was not 
alone in my fear. The moment I saw her face I 
knew that she also was dreading our meeting. 
That was sufficient to tell me my fate. Failure had 
dogged me all my life, and it was scarcely likely 
that, when I desired something that was more to 
me than life itself, she would grant it to me. Hav¬ 
ing exchanged greetings, with an appearance of 
pleasure on either side, we turned our horses’ heads 
and made our way down the Row together. With 
a make-believe of composure, we discussed the 
trivialities of the day. This, however, did not last 
long. We began sentences and did not finish them, 
and at last lapsed altogether into silence. Have 
you ever observed a lamb when the butcher has 
seized it and thrown it to the ground, and it has 
(X>me to understand that all is over with it ? If so, 
you can realize something of what her face was like 
at that moment. I stole a glance at it and, as 1 did 
so, enlightenment came to me. Her secret was a 
seciet no longer. I knew, not only that she did not 
love me, but that her love was given elsewhere. I 
would have had pity on her, and have left my 
question unasked, but that the devil was still behind 
me, vdilspering in my ear, “Why do you trouble 
youtself about her feelings? What does it matter 
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to you whether she loves any one else or not? 
There are reasons of State why she should be your 
wife, and you have only to put them before her, 
backed up by her father’s authority, and she must 
surrender,” However, I had not fallen so low as 
that yet. I had still sufficient of the gentleman left 
to declare to myself that, if she did not love me, 
and the union were distasteful to her, I would not 
force it upon her. When we turned our horses, I 
brought mine a little closer to hers. 

“ Princess,” I said, “ will you take pity on me, 
and give me a plain answer to a question I want to 
ask you ? ” 

Her face was bloodless in its pallor. She tried to 
answer, but no words escaped her lips. My God, 
man, you can’t conceive what a brute I felt at that 
moment. And yet I was well aware that I must go 
on, that I should know no peace until 1 had tortured 
her to the end. All this time she was striving to 
be brave. Fortunately, there were few people about 
in that particular part of the Row, otherwise her 
agitation could scarcely have failed to attract at¬ 
tention. 

** What is the question your Highness d^ir€^ to 
ask me?” she faltered. 

** Surely you can guess,” I answered. “ Ottilie, I 
love you, and I want you to tell me whether in 
return you can love me well enough to be my 
wife ? ” 

Though she must have known what was coming, 
a little cry .escaped her. Still she did not ahswa:» 
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** I love you better than life itself,” I continued; 
“ better even than my hopes of heaven. Shall I 
prove it to you ? Tell me, dear, whether you love 
me or not ? Do not be afraid to speak your mind. 
Be brave, and I swear you shall never regret it. I 
do not ask you to think of Pannonia, or of your 
father, or of anything else. All 1 want is to know 
what is in your heart.” 

“What can I say? What can I say?” she re¬ 
peated in a choking voice. “ Can you not see that 
I am prepared to do my duty at any cost to my¬ 
self?” 

“ But you shall not do it at the expense of your 
heart,” I answered. “ Ottilie, do you love me ? ” 

“ Oh, why do you ask me ? ” she cried, with a 
catch of her breath that was almost hysterical. 
“How can I answer as you wish? ” 

“You have given me my answer,” I returned. 
“It seems I have lived in a foors paradise. But I 
have loved you, and, as God is* my witness, I will 
hot force you into a loveless marriage.” 

What 1 said to her after that can have no interest 
for any one save our own two selves; let it suffice 
tha|, when I left her, I came on here. Strangely 
enough, I had no sooner quitted the park than my 
composure returned to me, and by the time I had 
readied this room, I could stand off and look at 
everything in its proper light. And now one other 
matter, and the last. I know what you have thought 
of me these last few weeks, and the suspicions you 
have entertained—well, I might also say, concerning 
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my sanity. But you are in error, my dear brother. 
No man was ever saner than 1 am at this moment. 
The result of it all is, as I said at the commencement 
of my letter, that I have arrived at a decision. I 
have come to an understanding with myself. By 
the time you open this letter I shall have left Lon¬ 
don, never, I hope, to return to it. In a few days I 
shall have said good-bye to England and shall be out 
in the great world. As far as I am concerned, the 
farce of kingship is played out. I, for one, have been 
wearied to death by the performance. With this let¬ 
ter, I cast it off. To-night I enter upon a new life, in 
which, please God, I shall comport myself more like 
a man than 1 have done hitherto. I have chosen a 
name which will not furnish any clue as to my iden¬ 
tity, so that it will be impossible for you to trace me. 
Under it, as under a new banner, I shall fight and 
endeavour to win that self-respect which up to now 
I have never been able to attain. Look upon me as 
one who is dead, and try, if you can, to forgive me 
for the pain I have caused you these few weeks past. 
Remember always that, even though I gave way, I 
did not fall altogether. Try also to understand that 
my victory over myself was, in a great measure, a 
proof of my love for you. God bless you always. 
Think sometimes of 

Your ever affectionate brother, 

Max. 


In a postscript there were a few directions as to 
what should be done with his valet, Theodore, ai^ 
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the manner in which his horses and other belong¬ 
ings should be disposed of. 

For some moments after I had read it, I stood 
holding the letter in my hand, staring at it in blank 
amazement. I read it again and again, trying, in 
vain, to arrive at a proper understanding of it. Of 
one thing there could be no doubt. He had proposed 
to the Princess, and she had told him that she did not 
love him. He had accordingly determined to relin¬ 
quish his position in society and to go abroad, rather 
than allow her to be forced into a marriage with a 
man she did not love. Was ever a man more noble ? 
At the same time it occurred to me that he had 
often stated that nothing would give him greater 
pleasure than to endeavour to win a position for 
himself in a new country, where nobody knew him, 
and his rank could be of no assistance to his efforts. 
This was what he was going to do now. But it was 
impossible we could permit it. At any hazard I felt 
that I must find him, and argue it out with him, 
before he could leave England. For my father’s 
and mother’s, for his own, for mine, and for Panno- 
nia’s sakes, he must be prevented from committing 
this rash act. At that moment Felix entered the 
room once more. 

** I have made inquiries,” he began, “ but Theo¬ 
dore declares he knows nothing of his mas¬ 
ter’s movements. He was told to wait here until 
he received his instructions from your High¬ 
ness,” 

" Tell him that I will see hinj. later^” I answeredr 
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“In the meantime give me my hat and call a han¬ 
som. I am going out.” 

A cab having been obtained, I bade the man 
drive me to the nearest telegraph office. Once 
there I wired to my father to know if he had seen 
anything of Max, and implored him, should he put 
in an appearance, to keep him until I arrived. 
Then I drove to Scotland Yard, where I sent in 
my card to the Chief Officer of the Detective Depart¬ 
ment. To him, in confidence, I imparted my fears, 
and told him that, if possible, I wanted my brother’s 
whereabouts ascertained before it would be possible 
for him to leave England, convincing him, at the 
same time, of the necessity that existed for secrecy. 
This precaution he promised most religiously to ob¬ 
serve. After that, I returned to my own abode to 
await the telegram from my father. At last it 
came. It was worded as follows, “Max left here 
more than an hour ago, having said good-bye to us 
prior to leaving for the Continent.” I immediately 
sat down and scribbled a note to Scotland Yard, 
informing them of the discovery I had made. Then, 
when I had written another to my hostess of that 
evening, asking her to excuse my not being present 
at her dinner, on account of urgent private trouble, 
I took a hansom and drove to Waterloo. Instantly 
on my arrival at home I gave my father and moth^ 
a full account of all that had occurred. They, like 
myself, were overwhelmed by the suddenness of the 
catastrophe, and could give me no other information 
than that Max, after bidding them good-bye, had 
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driven to Eastleigh, in order to catch, so they sup¬ 
posed, a train either for London or for Southampton. 
I inquired at the station, but in vain. The station- 
master had not seen him, nor could he tell by what 
train he would have been likely to have travelled. 

“There was the 6.50 up to town, your Royal 
Highness,’^ he said, “ and the 6.45 down to South¬ 
ampton. He might have taken either.” 

Feeling sure that he would have not returned to 
London, I took the next train to Southampton and 
made inquiries there. But my efforts were in vain. 
No one seemed to have seen a person answering to 
his description. When next morning I called at the 
various shipping offices I was equally unsuccessful. 
Almost despairing, I applied for leave and remained 
at Southampton, day by day, for a week, watching 
the various boats that left for America and South 
Africa. So far as I could discover, however. Max 
was not on board of any one of them. At last, 
wearied with waiting, and hopeless of hearing any¬ 
thing of him, I returned to town, calling en route at 
Rendlehurst to inform my father and mother of my 
ill success. 

From that moment, for many years, nothing was 
heard of poor ill-fated Max of Pannonia. 



CHAPTER VII 


1 HAVE already put on record the pain and con¬ 
sternation with which I received the news of 
Max’s sudden intention to leave England. I have 
also explained how I hurried down to Rendlehurst, 
in order to acquaint my father and mother of the 
direful intelligence; afterwards making my way as 
fast as the London and South Western Railway 
could take me to Southampton, where I wasted 
several precious days searching for the man I loved 
best in the world, among the passengers of the 
various steamers leaving the docks for America and 
South Africa. All the time, as you will presently 
see, I was following a wrong scent. Had we not 
observed so much secrecy in the matter, it is 
possible we might have overtaken him before he 
left England, and by argument and entreaty have 
been able to dissuade him from his foolish purpose. 
As it was, however, no one knew anything of it 
until it was too late to act, and in consequence the 
mouth of the only witness who could have been of 
real assistance to us was closed. We are in a ]^bsi- 
tion now to understand all this, but, as I have been 
at some pains to explain, it puzzled us exceedingly 
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at the time. And now a word to preface the story 
of Max’s adventures as set forth by himself—from 
the time he wrote the famous letter to me, which I 
gave, with few reservations, in the last chapter. 

Headstrong and wilful as he undoubtedly was, 
Max was the possessor of a habit which would not 
be supposed to agree in anyway with his other 
characteristics. In our school days, prompted by a 
tutor who was method and preciseness in itself, we 
had been induced to cultivate the habit of keeping a 
diary. My own fits of application had their limits, 
and in consequence the record of my own daily life 
died a natural death within a week of its commence¬ 
ment. Max, however, must either have looked at it 
in another light, or have been composed of entirely 
different material. Having set his hand to it, his 
dogged determination insisted upon his carrying it 
through; in consequence, the habit grew upon him, 
and, fortunately for the story I have to tell, it lasted 
until the day of his death. It is from the last two 
volumes of this concise, and I might even add re¬ 
markable, history that I take the record as it is set 
down in thefollowing pages. It will be observed that 
I have put it in the form of a narrative, told by my¬ 
self, adding explanations, where necessary, but in the 
main preserving the whole in as complete a form 
as it was originally written. How Max left the 
Princess Ottilie in the Park after his ill-starred inter¬ 
view with her and rode away has already been told. 
Aiew other details, however, may prove of interest. 
As soon as he arrived, it would appear that Felix 
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offered him refreshment, but he declined it, saying 
that he was in a hurry to catch a train to Hamp¬ 
shire. Seating himself at my writing-table he took 
a sheet of note paper and composed the letter which 
was destined, a few hours afterwards, to cause me 
so much unhappiness. “ Thank Heaven, that’s 
done,” he said to himself, as he rose to his feet and 
placed the envelope, which he secured with his 
private seal, in a conspicuous position upon the 
table. “ Paul will be certain to see it directly he 
returns.” Then having rung the bell for Felix he 
bade him send some one to call a cab. Telling him 
to inform Theodore, his valet, that he would receive 
his orders from myself, he went down to it, sprang 
in and bade the man drive him with all speed to 
Waterloo. He had barely time to take his ticket, to 
see that the luggage he himself had packed and 
sent on ahead earlier in the day had started for 
Bristol, and then to catch the train. Indeed, the 
starting bell had already sounded as he crossed the 
platform. 

” This won’t do at all,” Max said to himself, when 
they had rolled out of the station and he had time 
to look round the luxurious compartment in which 
he was seated. ” If I am going out into the world 
to win my way 1 should not be riding first class. 
I must travel third and save my money as much 
as possible. On the other side, wherever that 
may be, it will have to be corduroys instead of 
tweeds, and (here he took his cigar case from his 
pocket and jdected a weed) a clay pipe, I suppo^i 
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in place of the mess’ extra special Laranagas.” 
The train was an express, stopping only at Basing¬ 
stoke and Eastleigh. At the latter place he alighted, 
and taking a cab in the station yard bade the man 
drive him as quickly as possible to Rendlehurst. 
It was nearly half-past six by the time he reached 
the house, where Anton, the head of my father’s 
household, calm and stately as ever, received him 
at the door. 

“ Anton,” he said, “ I must see my father and 
mother at once. I am on my way to the Continent 
and have no time to spare. Where are they ? ” 

“Her Majesty is in the boudoir,” the old man 
replied, in measured tones that contrasted forcibly 
with the other’s excited state. “ His Majesty has 
but lately returned from a walk and is now in his 
study. I will acquaint him with your Royal High¬ 
ness’s arrival.” 

What transpired at that meeting is not set forth 
in the diary. It is sufficient, however, that in some¬ 
thing less than half an hour he had said good-bye to 
them, though he did not know it, for ever, and was 
back in his cab en route^ so it was popularly 
supposed, for Eastleigh. At the Foresham cross¬ 
roads he stopped the driver. “Pull up,” he said. 
“It is a beautiful evening, and as I have plenty 
of time, I think I will walk the remainder of the 
distance.” He paid his fare and, in order to avert 
suspicion, strolled slowly along the road the cab 
W9S following. When the man had turned the 
corner and was out of sight, he retraced Ms steps 
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and set off at a brisk pace in the opposite direction. 
The evening was close and sultry and signs of 
thunder were in the air. The roads and hedges 
were white with dust, and by the time he had 
reached the small station for which he was making, 
he was coated with a fine white powder. Interro¬ 
gating the station-master, whom he found upon the 
platform, he inquired what time the next train was 
due for Salisbury. 

“ There is not one for nearly an hour, sir,*’ the 
man replied. “ It leaves here at half-past eight and 
reaches Salisbury at 9.25.” 

“That’s a pity,” said Max, who saw that he 
would not be able to get on to Bristol that night. 
“ However, as it can’t be helped, I must wait for it. 
I am much obliged to you.” 

The station-master, as a matter of form, compared 
his watch with the clock in the little waiting-room, 
then glanced up and down the line, and finally dis¬ 
appeared into his cottage, leaving Max to his own 
devices. The latter examined the various railway 
advertisements on the notice board, criticised the 
name of the station arranged in white flints on 
a neatly kept bank beside the platform, and then 
decided that he felt hungry after his walk. Fifty 
yards or so further along the road was a small inn, 
and toward this he made his way. Entering the 
bar, which was unoccupied, he inquired of the 
buxom landlady if she could supply him with a 
meal. 

“ It all depends, sir, what you want, ” the latter 
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replied, shaking her curls coquettishly at him. “ If 
you’d like ham and eggs we can manage that, or 
may be a bloater if so be you’d relish it, but I don’t 
know that I can do better for you at this time 
o’ night, at any rate.” 

Max decided in favour ot the former, and a 
quarter of an hour later might have been observed 
in the landlady’s own private parlour, seated before 
a steaming dish of ham and eggs, which he was de¬ 
vouring with an appetite that was the outcome of a 
four-mile walk. I have seen that landlady since, 
and have tried to make her understand who her 
guest was. 

“ Lor’ bless you, sir,” she said—^for though I told 
her about Max, she had not the least notion of my 
identity—“ I don’t know anything about his being 
a prince, but what I do know is, that he ate his ham 
and eggs hearty enough for a king, as I told my 
old man afterwards.” 

His meal disposed of. Max paid the bill, and re¬ 
turned to the station to await the arrival of his 
train. The sun was sinking behind the trees on the 
other side of the cutting, and the whole heavens 
were suffused with crimson light. A belated cuckoo 
was wishing the world good-night in the far dis¬ 
tance, and the tinkling of bells on the harness of a 
waggoner’s team was wafted to him like faintest 
music upon the still evening air. As he strolled up 
and down the platform, his thoughts involuntarily 
returned to the Princess. He wondered whether 
^ were thinking of him, and how long it would be 
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before he would be able to school himself to forget 
her. 

The first sign that heralded the train’s approach 
was the arrival of a hobbledehoy rustic of about 
sixteen upon the platform. He carried in one hand 
a bundle, tied up in a red pocket-handkerchief, and 
in the other a ground-ash stick, with which he beat 
his leg to the tune of a music hall melody that had 
been popular in London some six months before. As 
Max passed him on his way to the booking office to 
take his ticket, he civilly wished him good-evening. 
When the train entered the station, he followed the 
lad to a third-class compartment, and seated himself 
opposite him. They were the only two occupants 
of the carriage, and Max was in the humour for con¬ 
versation. He felt as if he had been alone in the 
world for countless years, and for some reason the 
boy’s broad Hampshire dialect was soothing to his 
ears. The lad was on his way to a new situation, 
so he informed his companion, a farm on the out¬ 
skirts of the village of Dean. It was his first 
absence from home, and Max noted that an ominous 
snuffle followed his statement of the fact. To the 
elder man there was something engaging about this 
encounter. They were both stepping out of thdr 
old into a new world, in order to gain experience, 
and were equally anxious, yet equally loth to say 
farewell to their old surroundings. 

“ I knew it was coming for a long time, sir,” said 
the boy in a burst of confidence. Father alwaya 
had a sort of feeling that he wanted me to go aloi^ 
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0' Mr. Simpkins, but, somehow, mother didn’t kind 
o* fancy it. Not but that I can do my work, sir. I 
bain’t afraid of work—not a bit of it. It’s the going 
away from home and mother, that’s the worst of it. 
But there, it will seem kind of strange at first, sir, 
I don’t doubt; but bless you, I reckon somehow it 
will come right in the end. Anyways, I am going 
to do my best to make it.” 

For many a long day that homely speech was des¬ 
tined to live in Max’s memory. It was an augury 
for the future; at any rate, he determined to regard 
it as such. When they reached Dean, and the boy 
had made his preparations to alight, Max held out 
his hand. 

« Good-bye,” he said. ” I hope you may prosper 
in your undertaking. Like you I, too, am starting 
out into the world to gain experience. 1 have wished 
you good luck, won’t you do the same for me ? ” 

The boy shyly took the hand held out to him, and 
as he did so, he said,— 

“ God speed ye, sir, and thank ye kindly for the 
way you’ve let me talk to you. It’s done me a world 
o’ good.” 

A second later he was gone, and the train was on 
its way once more. In something under twenty 
minutes they had reached Salisbury, where Max 
dl^vered, as he had quite made up his mind he 
would do, that the last train for Bristol had 

In cmisequence, he would be compelled to 
wait in Salisbury until morning for another. The 
ttop|)oliitment was a severe one, for he had hoped 

H 
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to reach his destination before the night was over. 
In his present state, rapid travelling was exactly 
what he wanted; to feel he was dashing through 
the country, drawing nearer his goal with every 
mile, was like an antidote to pain, it prevented him 
from thinking. Now, there was nothing for it but 
to find an hotel and to wait for morning. 

As he made his way out of the station and down 
into the town, he thought of the last time he had 
visited that ancient city. Then he had been the 
favoured g^est of a well-known nobleman in the 
neighbourhood, and his arrival had been the signal 
for quite a respectable crowd to gather in the 
station yard to see the Crown Prince of Pannonia. 
Flags had decorated the streets, and the civic 
authorities had offered him a hearty welcome in 
their council-house. Now a thick drizzle was 
falling as he walked along the muddy street, and 
the only welcome he received was the curse of 
a tipsy man who reeled and almost fell against 
him. When he had discovered a convenient 
hostelry he engaged a room, and afterwards 
strolled about the town. At last he found himself 
standing before the ancient cathedral, in what is 
perhaps the most peaceful and beautiful close in 
all the length and breadth of England. The graoe«> 
ful spire towered hundreds of feet into the moonlk 
sky, and as he watched it the clock struck ten, 
slowly and solemnly, as if it were aware of the 
important part it was playing in the passage ef 
time. M the same moment 1 was alighting irom 
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my train at Southampton Docks, whither I had 
gone in search of him. Small wonder was it, 
since he was in Salisbury, that I could not find 
him. 

Next morning, shortly before five o’clock, he 
rose and continued his journey, catching a London 
train at Westbury, reaching Bath at eight o’clock, 
and Bristol thirty-five minutes later. Before leav¬ 
ing the station he secured the luggage he had sent 
on ahead, and then once more departed in quest 
of an hotel. This accomplished, he was at liberty 
to go in search of a vessel. From the collection 
of advertisements in the coffee-room, it would 
appear that there was no place on the face of the 
habitable globe that could not be reached from 
that port. He could find nothing, however, to suit 
him. The United States did not appeal sufficiently 
to his sense of the romantic; South Africa had 
another and still more vital ol^ection; Canada was 
impossible, for the simple reason that he had 
already visited it, and was exceedingly well known 
there. He wanted to find a vessel on which there 
would be no possible chance of his being recognised, 
and for this reason also the big liners were un¬ 
stable. Leaving the hotel, he went into the 
town, scanned the wharves, and entered into con- 
vmation with men who had their dealings in 
great waters. At last, and quite by chance, he 
happ^ied upon the very vessel he wanted. She 
sms die DiaminHm^ a steamer of some three 
tons, engaged in South American trade. 
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Her steam was already up, and, as Max was in¬ 
formed, she was to sail that afternoon for Rio de 
Janeiro. He inquired the name of the agents, 
and as soon as he had discovered their address, 
set off in search of the office post-haste. The 
clerk who did him the honour to inquire his busi¬ 
ness informed him that he was quite right in sup¬ 
posing that she would sail that afternoon, and 
went even so far as to add that she had sufficient 
accommodation for half a dozen passengers, four 
of which were already booked. The chance seemed 
too good to be lost. Brazil was the country he 
had always had a desire to visit; now he paid 
the money demanded of him and received his 
ticket in exchange. An hour later he had removed 
his baggage, settled his hotel bill, such as it was, 
and had made his way on board. By three o^clock 
the anchor was aboard, and a few minutes later 
the voyage to South America had commenced. 
Max stood at the port bulwarks as the vessel 
steamed slowly down the river, and watched the 
shore slip past with what was almost a feeling of 
wonderment at his position. At last he might con¬ 
sider himself freed from his past life. He had a 
hundred pounds in the belt that was safely clasped 
round his waist, ten pounds in his pocket, and whan 
that was gone he would have nothing to depend upcm, 
save his health and his determination to succeed. 
By nightfall they were out in more open water, and 
a brisk sea was running. Fortunately, wis 
an excellent sailor, and enjoyed rather dian diS^liedl 
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the active motion of the steamer. To his surprise, 
when the dinner-bell rang at six o’clock, he, the 
captain, and one solitary passenger were all who sat 
down to table. The others did not lose very much. 
After the luxurious fare to which he had been all 
his life accustomed, he might have been excused 
had he found fault with what was placed before 
him. Upon this subject the steward was wont to 
grow pathetic as the voyage progressed, and the 
grumbling of the passengers grew more pronounced. 
“ I do my best, sir," he would protest; “ but if the 
owners won’t give me good stuff to start with, it 
ain't my fault if 1 don’t make much out of it, is 
it ? ’’ This argument was certainly unanswerable. 
However, even with such a drawback, Max found 
it in his power to be contented with his lot. The 
captain was inclined to be agreeable, while the 
other four passengers, each in his own particular 
way, did their best to render the voyage as enjoy¬ 
able as possible. Of three of the number no 
mention need be made. They were nondescripts, 
both in character and appearance. One, however, 
since be is destined to figure very largely in the 
sucoee^ng portion of this narrative, must have 
more particular mention. This gentleman was 
the Seflor Francisco Moreas, and he was, by his 
ovm account, an old resident in Brazil. Be that 
as it may, and 1 am certainly not in a position to 
contradict it, he had seen more of the world than 
the averf^e man. His age must have been between 
fimyiaod forty-five; his appearance was that of a 
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typical Spaniard, debilitated partly by fever and 
partly by his own excesses; he was tall but sparely 
built, boasted keen, hawk-like eyes, a nose that 
at first glance reminded one of the same bird’s 
beak, a small and carefully trimmed moustache, 
and last, but not least, exceedingly small hands 
and feet, of which he was inordinately proud. The 
fingers of the former, which were dirty, were in¬ 
variably ornamented with rings. 

The captain, who, as I have already said, had 
laid himself out to be agreeable to Max, found an 
occasion to invite him to the chart-room alone. 
Once there he spoke his mind freely and to the point. 

“ I want to give you a hint, Mr. Mortimer,” he 
said, for that was the name Max had assumed. 
** I must put you on your guard against our friend 
Moreas. Though you may not think so, he is a 
dangerous man to have anything to do with.” 

“lam exceedingly obliged to you for the trouble 
you are taking,” Max returned, as he seated him- 
splf on the chart locker. “ What has he done that 
you should warn me against him?” 

The captain sank his voice a little as he replied. 

“ The question is, not so much what he has done^ 
but what he may yet do I 1 have known him for 
a good many years now, and if you wish me to 
be candid with you I must confess 1 have never 
heard much good about him. He is a notorious 
gambler, and, as far as my observation goes, 1 can 
say that 1 have seen him win a good deal oflener 
than he ^Ipses. When 1 say that he is a dead stet 
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with a revolver, and that he is not above calling 
a man out and putting a bullet into him before 
breakfast, you will understand that Fve gone out 
of my way to tell you something that might land 
me in difficulties if he came to know of it." 

“I am obliged to you," said Max. “You may 
be quite sure I shall respect your confidence. I 
will be more on my guard for the future." 

“I’m glad to hear it," the captain replied. 
“ Forewarned is forearmed, isn’t it ? You’re only 
a young fellow, and you’re going out to Brazil to 
make your way. To say that you are a friend of 
Moreas would scarcely be to put yourself on in¬ 
timate terms with the best society, and without 
that there is no chance of a man getting on in the 
Republic. You might as well stay away altogether 
for the good you’d do there. Besides, I’ve noticed 
that you’ve been playing cards with him lately.” 

Max admitted the soft impeachment. He might 
have added that he had lost more than he cared 
to remember. He felt certain in his own mind, 
however, that Moreas had obtained the mone^ 
honestly, and in common fairness he felt com¬ 
piled to say so to the captain. 

'^*1 don’t doubt it,” the other answered. “He is 
such a fool as to try anything else while it 
possible for him to get it by straightforward 
play. But if you must play with him I should 
advise you to keep your eyes and wits open. It 
is jQOt in my interest to say so, for if you find him 
Oitt; you will come to quarrelling, and then possibly 
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to blows, and at that point it will be my duty to 
step in. But 1 don’t want to have to do it As 
a rule, we carry very few passengers on this boat, 
but 1 can tell you that 1 have seen some funny 
scenes on board her now and again, and Moreas 
has figured conspicuously in more than cme of 
them.” 

As it transpired, the captain’s warning reached 
Max just in time. Another day and it might have 
been too late. The incident 1 am about to relate 
took place on a warm morning. They were 
nearing the Equator, and the ship was steaming 
slowly through a glassy sea. Under the awning 
the heat was almost unbearable. Max was stretched 


on the poop skylight, reading, when Moreas made 
his appearance. The latter offered him an excellent 
cigar, and after they had been smoking for a time 
proposed a game of ecarte. Max, who, I regtet to 
say, was an inveterate gambler, immediatdy as¬ 
sented, not, however, without thinking of the 


captain’s warning. His companion immediately 


produced a pack of cards. The steward, on being 
appealed to, brought a small folding mbie from 
below, whereupon the game commenced. Porsow 
time they played with varying success, thmi 
contrary to custom, began to win. Tht^ 
the stakes and played again. Once more 
They plajred another hand, still with llm ;ilMe 
result. An ominous look flashed into Mcnrehaf 
but it was gone again as quickly. ^ ^ 


1 am glad to see dmt your luck has tifsaaiWI 







“ Max laid down his cards, backs uppermost.” 
Long Live the King!] 
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last, Seflor," he said, with a suspicion of a sneer 
about his lips. 

**FcMrtune must smile some time or other,*’ re- 
totted Max coolly. **It would be hard indeed if 
I were always to have the same luck that Tve 
had of late. It is your deal, I fancy.” 

Moreas accordingly dealt, and they played the 
next band. Suddenly Max laid down his cards, 
back uppermost, and leant across the table. 

Forgive me, Seflor,” he said, “ but I feel sure 
tliere is some little mistake. We have played two 
founds, and 1 see that you still have four cards 
In your hand.” 

The remainder of the pack was lying at the 
Spaniard’s elbow, and Max noticed a suspicious 
imnrement of the other’s sleeve a few seconds before. 
Had he not spoken when he did, the other would 
have rid himself of one of his cards without delay. 

^‘Carambol sol have,” he said, with well-simu¬ 
lated astonishment. ’4 must offer you ten thousand 
apOk)gieS| Seflor, for having unwittingly made such 
a mistake. 1 do not know how it occurred.” 

As he said this he fixed his beady eyes upon 
Han's Dace, as though to give him warning that if 
hashed ansrthing to say on the subject it had better 
a imndllatory nature. 

feel smre ctf that,” Max answered good- 
^ he had not the least intentioa ^ 
with him. He only wanted to let the 
see that be ^was quite aware of his man- 
and that they must hot be attempted in 
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the future. “Are you tired, or shall we play 
another hand?” 

“I think a little rest, Sefior, would be accept¬ 
able,” Moreas responded. “ It is so hot under this 
awning. I will ask you for my revenge another 
time.” 

With that he rose and lit a fresh cigar. Going 
to the companion hatch, he called to the steward to 
bring a couple of bottles of beer and some glasses 
on deck. When these arrived, he insisted that Max 
and the captain, who had just arrived on the poop, 
should join him. To all appearances he was as 
calm and as friendly as usual, but there was still a 
gleam in his eyes that spoke for the smouldering 
fire in the brain behind. 

“It is too hot,” he said, spreading his arms 
abroad. “ How shall we amuse ourselves ? We 
have read, we have played, and now we have drunk 
beer. What else is there for us to do ? ” 

Then, as if an idea had struck him, he continued: 

“ I wonder if our good friend, the captain, here, 
would permit us to have some pistol practice. There 
would be no danger, believe me, if we shoot over 
the stern.” 

Max understood what was in his mind. Though 
he had pretended to do so, the other had not for« 
gotten the incident of the cards, and now he was 
going to give him, in case he should be inclined 
to spread the report abroad, an exhibition of his 
powers with the pistol. It was a hint delicaie^ 
adminikered. 
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** I don’t know that I ought to allow it/’ said the 
captain doubtfully; “but, seeing that we have 
no ladies aboard, and that you promise to fire 
over the stern, we will risk it. Eton’t shoot each 
other and don’t keep it up too long, that’s all I 
ask.” 

Moreas gave his promise and immediately disap¬ 
peared below, to appear a few moments later, carry¬ 
ing in his hand a revolver, a piece of string, and a 
dozen medium-sized apples. Reaching the deck, 
he made one of the apples fast by the string to the 
wire rope that carried the awning. * When this was 
done it hung midway between the awning and the 
taffrail, and afforded an excellent target. 

“Have you done much shooting with the re¬ 
volver ? ” Moreas inquired of Max as he returned 
from placing the fruit in position. 

“A little,” the other replied, somewhat am¬ 
biguously. 

“ In that case shall we sat thirty paces ? ” 

“Whatever you like,” said Max. 

The distance was accordingly measured, and a 
chalk line drawn upon the deck, whereupon the 
captain and the other passengers seated themselves 
on the rail of the poop to watch the skill of the 
two marksmen. Knowing Moreas’ dexterity with 
tte revolver, it struck them that Max was, as the 
American sitting next to the captain pithily re¬ 
marked, “Taking on a contract that was a bit 
heivtev than he could carry.” 

Shall we bet on the shot?” remarked Moreas, 
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taking a box of cartridges from his pocket and 
carefully filling the chambers of the revolver. 

“ Why not ?answered Max, still with the same 
imperturbability. “What shall it be? Name the 
sum.” 

“Let it be whatever you please,” returned his 
polite adversary. “Since we are loaded with 
English gold shall we say half a sovereign ?“ 

“ Half a sovereign will suit me admirably,” the 
other replied. “Perhaps you will commence?” 

Nothing loth, Moreas toed the line, and, when 
he had examined the revolver to make sure that 
it was in working order, fired. The bullet hit the 
apple fair and square in the middle, dividing it 
as neatly as if it had been cut with a knife. 

“ Bravo I ” said Max. “ I owe you half a sover¬ 
eign.” 

The Spaniard handed him the revolver, and he, 
in his turn, took his place at the line. As boys, 
Max and 1 had been keen pistol shots, and I was 
quite prepared when 1 reached this part of his 
narrative to find that he had imitated Moreas* ex¬ 
ample and destroyed the target. To my surpri^, 
however, he chronicled a miss. 

“1 owe you a sovereign,** he said, handing the 
revolver to his adversary. 

“ You will come to it directly,** the other replied 
patronisingly. 

The captain, however, moved uneasily on the 
rail. He liked Max, and he did not want tn^see 
him mulcted in such a barefaced inaimer« He 
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cordingly set his brains to work to discover a way 
of bringing the match to an early conclusion. Once 
more Moreas toed the line and fired. He missed 
his mark, however, by some inches. An oath in 
Spanish escaped his lips as he handed the revolver 
to Max. The latter had recovered his presence of 
mind by this time, and when he pulled the trigger 
the ball pierced the apple in the centre. 

** A good shot,” said one of the men behind him, 
and Moreas, who, though he deemed it a fluke, felt 
compelled to agree. 

*♦ We are equal now,” said Max quietly. 

Again Moreas fired, but this time he hit the apple 
on its side, causing it to swing backwards and for- 
""wards like a pendulum. One cartridge still remained 
in the revolver. Max waited until the target was 
ready, then fired and again hit his mark. The shot 
was a good one, and this time there was no question 
of chance about it. The spectators looked at each 
other in astonishment. Mordas changed colour as 
far as it was possible to do, and began to think that 
his exhibition was scarcely likely to serve the pur¬ 
pose for which it was intended. Once more the 
revolver was charged, and out of the six shots fired 
Max struck the apple three times and Moreas twice. 
Whether it was the salutary lesson he had received, 
IHT whether it was because, as he informed him 
later, he had taken a great liking to Max, 1 cannot 
say; the fact remains, however, that from that 
ihcmient they agreed most amicably together. That 
h^ was aware Max did not trust him very far did 
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not appear to detract from their friendliness. On 
the other hand, it may have added a spice to it, 
somewhat as bitters at times improve a glass of 
sherry. One day he asked Max point-blank wlfct 
he intended doing when he reached his destina¬ 
tion. 

“ Up to the present I have settled nothing,** Max 
replied. “ I am leaving it to chance to decide,** 

It’s not a bad idea,” Moreas answered. “ Brazil 
is a great place for chance. One of the finest places 
in the world, I should say. Your life is one long 
gamble from the time you set foot ashore until they 
put you under ground. If you are a member of the 
Government, it’s a matter of chance how long 
you will remain in office. If you are a civilian, 
it’s a question of luck whether you are rich 
to-day and bankrupt to-morrow. It’s the same 
throughout the country. That’s why lotteries are 
so popular.” 

“The picture you draw is not a very cheerful 
one,” remarked Max; “particularly for the con¬ 
fiding emigrant.” 

“ Oh, you need not be afraid,” said Moreas con¬ 
fidently. “ A man who can shoot as you do will 
always be able to keep his head above water. And 
now I am going to make you a little offer, which 
it may possibly be worth your while some day 
accept. My advice to you is to try your luck first 
in your own fashion, and if you don’t succeed, just 
come to me and see what I can do for yoit Will 
you to this proposal ? ” ^ 
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** It’s extremely kind of you to take so much in¬ 
terest in me,” Max returned, ‘‘and of course I 

S ee. I should be foolish if I did not. But where 
I how am I to find you in the event of my being 
compelled to accept your offer ? ” 

“That is easily arranged. I will give you my 
address before I leave the vessel.” Then he added, 
with pardonable vanity, “ It is scarcely necessary, 
however; I believe I am fairly well known in Rio.” 

Next day he handed Max his card, on which 
his name and address was set forth with many 
flourishes. 

“At least,” said Max to himself, as he stowed it 
away in a safe place, “ there is something here to 
fall back upon.” 

Two days later, just as day was breaking, they 
obtained their first glimpse of the Brazilian coast 
Far away to starboard, beyond the long, rolling 
Atlantic swell, the sharp peaks of a mountain range 
rose above the clouds. A wilder, bolder coast-line 
could scarcely be discovered than that which intro¬ 
duces the traveller to Rio harbour. 

“ Don’t forget what I said to you about coming to 
me if everything else fails,” said Moreas, as they 
stood together near the saloon companion entrance, 
while the steamship passed between Santa Cruz 
fort and the rock of Pao d’Assucar, and they saw 
tl^ iTToad expanse of Rio Bay opening out before 
foem. 

. “ You need not be afraid that I shall forget,” 
answered Max. “ I’ll give the thing a good trial, 
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and see what I can do off my own bat. If that 
doesn’t turn up trumps, Fll come to you.” 

Slowly the vessel ploughed her way across the 
blue waters towards her anchorage, followed bylit 
flotilla of steam launches and rowing boats. In the 
excitement of the arrival, and with the sun shining 
on the bright colours of the boats alongside and the 
beautiful scenery ashore, it was scarcely possible 
for a man to feel downhearted or anxious about the 
future. That was to come I 

For the first time in his life the Crown Prince of 
Pannonia was to earn his daily bread entirely by 
his own resources. How he succeeded you will 
very soon learn. 



CHAPTER VIII 


T O disembark in a strange port, particularly a 
foreign one, is, to the thinking man, in¬ 
variably an interesting experience. The difference 
in architecture, in costume, in language, and in 
custom, attracts the attention and, if one may em¬ 
ploy the expression in such a case, titillates the 
senses, like the first taste of a rare wine to which 
one has yet to grow accustomed. 

Of all the cities of South America, Rio de Janeiro 
is, perhaps, the most cosmopolitan, the most repre¬ 
sentative, and at the same time the most contra¬ 
dictory. It is up to date, yet in many things it is 
sadly behind the times; it is beautiful in some 
respects, yet indescribably hideous in others; taken 
altogether it is a human abode full of bizarre con¬ 
trasts, that step out and confront one at every 
turn. Generous and hospitable in certain direc¬ 
tions, it is cruel and treacherous, almost to the 
borders of fanaticism, in others. To the right one 
sees a desire to copy Europe, to the left what would 
appear to be a deliberate attempt to disregard her 
altogether. It is these little idiosyncrasies that 
biake Rio de Janeiro what it is, namely one of 
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the most instructive and fascinating cities in the 
world. 

As soon as he had breakfasted, Max hired a boat 
and made his way ashore. His luggage had already 
preceded him to the Custom House. Reaching the 
quay he set off, by way of the Rua Direita, in search 
of that building. What a strange collection of 
humanity he found crowded together in the streets I 
Faultlessly attired ladies, elegant gentlemen in 
frock coats and high hats, negroes and negresses, 
the latter decked out in the gayest colours, deformed, 
haggard, slouchy soldiers, Italian newspaper boys, 
cigarette-smoking policemen, clad in brown hol- 
land and quaint shakos, all helped to constitute a 
human jumble of the most varied and interesting 
description. Following the Rua Direita he entered 
the Rua d’Ouvidor, the fashionable street, indeed, 
one might almost say the Bond Street, of the city. 
Thence he continued his walk by way of the Rua 
dos Ourives, the Palais Royale of Rio, to the Cus¬ 
tom House, where his baggage was examined and 
he told that he was at liberty to take it where he 
pleased. Chartering a small tilbury, a species of 
cab peculiar to Brazil, he drove to the Candido 
Hotel, in the Larangeiras, where he engaged a 
room, installed himself in it, and then prepared to 
look about him. He had considerably less than 
thirty pounds left in his money-belt; and when he 
became aware of this fact he could have cursed 
himself for his folly in having gambled with Moreas 
on board, the Diamintina. It was done, howev^t 
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and now he had to face the consequences. As he 
told himself) it was no use crying over spilt milk, 
and no amount of regret would bring the money 
back. One thing, however, was painfully certain— 
be must find some employment without delay. But 
in what direction was he to look for it ? Putting 
on his hat, and stowing the key of his room away 
in his pocket, he set off on a tour of inspection. 
When he reached the principal business thorough¬ 
fares he kept his eyes open for an English name. 
It was some time, however, before he discovered 
one. Why he should have decided in favour of 
England, and have rejected Germany and Pannonia, 
both of whom were of nearer kin to him than the 
Island of the West, I can only hazard a guess. The 
fact remains, however, that he did so. When he 
had selected one that looked promising he entered, 
and enquired if he might see the merchant. Un¬ 
fortunately, the clerk informed him, he was not in 
town that day. He left, and tried another further 
down the street. This one had already more clerks 
than was sufficient for his purpose, and could not 
dream of engaging another. The next was cour¬ 
teous, but equally firm in his refusal. A hundred 
yatds or so further on he discovered a German 
firm, and, thinking a change of nationality might 
influence his luck, went in and asked his usual 
question. Yes; it was quite true that they stood 
in need of a clerk, but what experience and what 
feflerences had he to offer? He informed his in- 
leni(^;alor that he had none. He had only to add 
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that he had spent the last five years of his life in 
the English army to have his services declined with 
thanks, and to find himself in the street once more. 
His next attempt was with a Portuguese Jew, who 
offered him employment at a wage that would have 
meant little else than genteel beggary for him. 
This post he declined of his own free will. “Things 
are beginning to look cheerful, I must say,” he re¬ 
marked to himself when he was in the street once 
more. “ If I’m not more successful than this I shall 
have to fall back on Moreas after all.” Tired after 
his exertions he went into a caffi and ordered lunch. 
As soon as he had eaten it, however, he set out 
again. At last, and just when he was beginning 
to think that he would give up trying for that day, 
he found himself face to face with an ofiice, on 
the window of which, written in gold letters, was 
“Brockford, Brent & Kerton, English Merchants 
and Importers.” He determined to go inside once 
more and try his luck. He accordingly entered the 
office and, as usual, enquired for the head of the 
firm. A clerk, who was entering some figures in 
a large ledger, looked up and informed him that Mr. 
Brockford was engaged for a moment, and, having 
done so, enquired his business. 

“To see Mr. Brockford,” Max replied curtly. 
“ If you don’t think he will be long, PU wait a few 
moments.” 

Five minutes or so later a man emerged from the 
inner office, and Max was conducted to Mr. B{t>ck* 
ford’s presence. The latter was a tall, thin' mahi 
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with a somewhat hatchet-shaped face, clean-shaven 
cheeks, grey hair, and shaggy eyebrows. According 
to Brazilian custom, he was in his shirt-sleeves, and 
equally according to custom, the inevitable cigar 
was between his lips. Seeing that he had a gentle¬ 
man, and one who was also a stranger to the country, 
to deal with, he invited Max to be seated, at the 
same time pushing a box of cigars towards him. 

** What may I have the pleasure of doing for 
you ? *’ he enquired in English, and with a courtesy 
that Max attributed to the anticipation of a large 
order, but which was in reality habitual to him. 

** Well,’^ said Max, to tell the truth, I have come 
to see you in the hope that you may be able to give 
me something to do. I arrived from England this 
morning in the steamship Diamintina^ and as Fve 
not much money, I want to find employment as soon 
as I possibly can. Fve tried a number of offices, 
but cannot hear of anything.” 

The other glanced at his visitor's well-cut clothes, 
elegant boots, and general air of refined dandyism. 
He was not accustomed to receiving applications 
for employment from young men who looked Uke 
princes in disguise. 

“Fm afraid I have nothing to offer you,” he said 
after a momentary pause. “ Things are very quiet 
in Rid just now, and we are more inclined to dis¬ 
charge our clerks than to take fresh ones on. What 
l^ere you doing before you came out here ? ” 

This was the question Max had been dreading. 
It had brought him to grief so many times that day. 
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was in the English army,*’ he replied. “I 
held a commission in a cavalry regiment Fm 
afraid 1 do not know much about business, but I 
am fairly quick at picking up things, and if you 
will give me a chance, I fancy you will not find me 
wanting in diligence.” 

The other drummed with his fingers on the desk 
before him, and as he did so he pulled almost 
savagely at his cigar. It was a trick he had when 
thinking. 

I don’t ask you any questions as to why you 
gave up the army and came out to take a clerkship 
in Rio,” he said at last; ” but if I were you I should 
keep that part of my history to myself. The pen 
may be mightier than the sword, but it is sometimes 
harder to keep your seat on an office stool than on 
the most mettlesome cavalry charger. An officer 
from a crack regiment seldom develops into a good 
clerk.” 

“You are probably right. I must try to remem¬ 
ber it. And now to return to my request. Is it 
quite impossible for you to do anything for me ? ’* 

“Iam afraid 1 can do nothing personally,’* tlte 
other replied. “ That is to say, I cannot take you 
into my office, but 1 rather fancy I can help you in 
another direction. Do you speak Spanish ? “ 

“ I speak Spanish, German, Pannonian, and Eng¬ 
lish, with equal fluency,” Max answered, fueling 
that for once the education of a Crown Prince, ^ 
the matter of languages at least, had its uses. 

“That is very much in your favoufi” said Mr* 
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Brockford, ** and now, perhaps, you will have no 
objection to telling me your name? 1 have not 
heard it yet.” 

“ My name is Mortimer,” Max returned, with a 
momentary hesitation, that was not lost on his 
companion,—‘ ‘ Max Mortimer. ’ ’ 

** Well then, Mr. Max Mortimer, I am prepared to 
tell you that although I never saw you until a few 
moments ago, although you have held a commission 
in a cavalry regiment in England, and have seen 
fit to give it up in order to take to clerking in 
Brazil, and last, but not least, although you call 
yourself Mortimer, which I feel quite certain is not 
your name, as I say, I am prepared-” 

“ Pardon me,” said Max, interrupting him. 
“ Since you have such a poor opinion of my charac¬ 
ter, it would perhaps be better that I should look 
elsewhere for employment.” 

He had risen and was going to leave the office, 
when the other signed to him to sit down again. 

“ Hoighty-toighty,” he said, “ what is the matter 
with you now? Why are you so thin-skinned? 
Surely you are not foolish enough to be offended 
because I speak my mind plainly to you when you 
want assistance ? Leaving everything else out of 
the question, it is a poor return you are willing to 
make me for trying to help you.” 

Max saw the mistake he had made, and was 
quick to apologise for his apparent rudeness. 

“Iforgive me,” he said. “ I’m afraid I’ve a hasty 
temper* It has got me into trouble more than once 
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in my life. To be candid with you, I haven’t quite 
shaken down yet to my lot in life. I have no doubt, 
however, I shall run up to my bit in time, if people 
will only have patience with me.” 

Brockford blew a cloud of smoke before he an¬ 
swered. 

“ I was going to say, when you interrupted me, 
that although I cannot help you myself, I think I 
know of a man who may be able to do so. He is 
a worthy old fellow, a Spaniard, but none the worse 
for that. His name is Senhor Jos6 de Montezma. 
I happen to know that he is in want of an English 
corresponding clerk. We are on friendly terms, 
and I shall be very happy to take you along with 
me and introduce you to him at once; that is, of 
course, providing you think the position is likely 
to suit you.” 

It seemed to Max as if his luck were going to 
change at last, and needless to say, he gladly ac¬ 
cepted the invitation. Lighting another cigar, the 
senior partner led him from the office into the 
street, where they made their way along the pave¬ 
ment in the opposite direction to which Max had 
come. At length they reached the office of Mont« 
ezma & Co. 

Having requested his companion to wait in the 
counting house, while he interviewed the head of 
the firm, Brockford disappeared into the inner 
sanctum. Five minutes later he reappeared, and 
invited Max to enter. The latter did so, to find him¬ 
self in t^e presence of a fat little man, who he soon 
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discovered was one of the cheeriest and most 
popular merchants in Brazil. 

“Welcome, Senhor, to our city,” the latter ob¬ 
served in Spanish, with a low bow, when Max had 
been presented to him. “ My friend, Senhor Brock- 
ford, informs me that you are desirous of obtaining 
the position of corresponding clerk in my employ¬ 
ment.” 

“What Senhor Brockford says is quite true,” 
Max replied. “ If you will give it to me, I will do 
my best to show you that your confidence is not 
misplaced.” 

The other smiled and rubbed his hands. 

“ On my friend Senhor Brockford’s introduction, 
I shall be happy to engage your estimable ser¬ 
vices,” he said, with as much dignity as if he had 
been conferring upon the other the order of the 
Golden Fleece. 

After the disappointments of the morning Max 
felt that he had fallen upon'his feet indeed. 

“ I only hope I shall be able to repay you for 
your kindness,” he said. “ Doubtless Mr, Brockford 
has informed you that I have had but little experi¬ 
ence in business matters. If you will bear with me 
for a short time, however, I have no doubt I shall 
be able, in the end, to give you satisfaction.” 

“ I have not the least doubt of it,” the Senhor 
replied. “Not the least doubt indeed. 1 consider 
myself fortunate in having obtained such an honour¬ 
able gentleman to assist me.” 

Tbe office hours having been explained to him, 
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the salary arranged, and various other minor de¬ 
tails settled to their mutual satisfaction, Max and 
Mr. Brockford left the office together. 

“ I cannot tell you how thankful I am to you for 
what you have done for me,” said the former when 
they were in the street once more. “ It seems all 
the kinder for the reason that I am an entire stran¬ 
ger to you.” 

“One Englishman can never be an entire stranger 
to another in a foreign country,” said Brockford 
oracularly. “ We always feel called upon to do the 
best we can for each other. Besides-” 

He stopped abruptly, as if he had suddenly changed 
his mind, and did not feel inclined to put his thoughts 
into words. Five minutes later they had reached 
his own ofiice. 

“ You will feel rather lonely on your first night 
in a new country,” he said. “ Won’t you dine with 
me, and spend the night at my house? 1 am a 
bachelor, and live on the Island of Paquetd. If you 
will do me the honour of partaking of my hospitality 
and will call here again at about half-past four 
o’clock, I shall have much pleasure in taking ycm 
back with me. No, don’t thank me I You can do 
that later on if you like. You are staying aif 
Candido’s Hotel, I fancy you said ? In that case, if 
you take the first turning to the left and then the 
next to the right, and afterwards continue straight 
on, you will reach it 1 shall expect to see ycm at 
half-past four.” 

Without giving Max time to accept or decUne^ hk 
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invitation, he retired into his office, leaving him 
free to make his way back to his hotel. This he 
did with a heart overflowing with gratitude for the 
kindness he had received. 

“I certainly can’t grumble at my luck now/’ 
he said to himself, as he walked along. It looks 
as if 1 am not destined to fall back upon Moreas 
after all.’* 

Punctual to the moment he returned to Mr. 
Brockford’s office. This time he entered it with 
the air of a man who occupied an assured position 
in the world. Even the clerks, having had evi¬ 
dence before them that their employer was well 
disposed towards the stranger, treated him in a 
different fashion to what they had done when he 
had first made his appearance. 

“You are punctual,’* said Mr. Brockford, as 
soon as he was admitted to his presence. “It is 
a good omen in a country like tffis, where every¬ 
thing is put off to be done*at a future date; a 
business habit of that description cannot be too 
highly commended. Though 1 fear, however well 
we start, we all fall into evil ways in the end. 
Even our friend Montezma, who is an excellent 
business man in his way, is no exception to the 
rule. Now, if you are ready, let us be off.” 

Calling in a small nigger boy from the street, 
he bade him carry Max’s bag. Then they set off 
In the direction of the quay. As they passed 
through the dty Max had an opportunity of seeing 
how wdl his companion was known. was 
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occupied almost continually receiving and return¬ 
ing salutations. Reaching the water-side they 
descended a flight of steps, at the foot of which 
a neat steam launch was awaiting them. They 
took their places and were soon steaming down 
the bay, bound for the Island of Paquetd, one of 
the loveliest spots in Rio Bay, and ten miles 
distant from the city. 

As Max was soon to discover, Mr. Brockford’s 
residence was on a par with his reputation. It 
was a charming place in every way, exquisitely 
quiet and restful after the bustle and excitement 
of the city. The house itself, a long one-storied 
building, surrounded by a deep verandah, was 
comfortably, but not ostentatiously, furnished. In 
the dining-room were several good pictures, among 
others a view of Carisbrook Castle. It was by 
a well-known artist, and Max stood for some little 
time before it. 

“ Is not this Carisbrook ? ” he inquired, turning 
to his host, who was mixing a cool drink at the 
sideboard. 

‘^Yes, Carisbrook,** the other replied, turning 
round. “When I was a boy I lived in the Isle 
of Wight, not a mile from the ruins. Do y<m 
know the place?** 

“ We drove over there one day when I was last 
at Osborne,” said Max, without thinking. “It was 
one of the jolliest excursions I can remember.” 

Brockford looked at him sharply. The descrip^ 
tion of man who talked of staying at OsbcnroBe 
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with all the assurance of an old friend did not 
often come within the sphere of his existence. 
For the second time he wondered what Max’s 
history could be. 

That evening’s entertainment was destined to 
linger in Max’s memory for many a long day to 
come. In his diary I find a note setting forth 
the fact that he looks upon his acquaintance with 
Mr. Brockford in the light of one of, if not the best 
pieces of good fortune he met with during his 
life in Brazil. He might well say that. Next 
morning he returned with his host to the city to 
enter upon his new employment. The day’s work 
at an end, he was able to call upon his benefactor, 
in order to inform him that it had not proved 
so difficult as he imagined it would, and that he felt 
quite capable of carrying out the work expected 
of him. By the end of the week he had settled 
down to his business life, and was feeling moderately 
comfortable and happy in his new surroundings, 
A surprise, however, was in store for him. 

One afternoon, a month or so after he had 
entered Montezma’s office, a note was brought to 
him by a diminutive nigger. It emanated from 
Mr. Brockford, who was anxious that Max should 
pay him a call on his homeward journey that 
afternoon, if he could do so without inconvenience 
to himself. Max sent a reply by the' messenger, 
to the effect that it would give him great pleasure 
to do as his friend asked; and in due course he 
i^fidveii at Messrs. Brockford, Brent & Kerton’s 
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place of business. The day’s work was over and 
the clerks were preparing for departure. The 
senior partner, however, was still in his sanctum. 

“ I’m glad you’ve come, Mortimer,” he said, as 
they shook hands, .“for I want to have a little 
talk with you. Sit down, will you? You’ll find 
a cigar in that box.” 

Max seated himself, lit a cigar, and wondered 
what was coming next. 

“By the way,you’re still staying at Candido’Sf 
are you not?” ^e other inquired, in what was 
intended to be a matter-of-fact tone. 

Max replied that he was still occupying his old 
room, and went on to add that he thought of look¬ 
ing for another elsewhere, as the hotel charges 
made rather too large an inroad into his slender 
resources. 

“Well, I’ve a little suggestion to make to you 
before you do that,” said Brockford. “I’m a 
bachelor, as you know, and it’s a fact that I’ve 
often felt a bit lonely over there at Paquetd of a 
night. Now what I am going to propose is that 
you shall come over and take up your abode with 
me. I like you; I’ve already told you that we’d 
be first-rate company for each other; and if you 
don’t mind putting up with my faddy ways, I fancy 
we should hit it off admirably together. What 
have you to say to my arrangement?” 

For a moment Max was too overwhelmed to 
say anything. 

“Goodgracioust” he cried at last, “doyou know 
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what you are offering me? Do you realize what 
it means to a man like myself, situated as I am 
now, to be asked to share a home like yours? 
Mr. Brockford, your kindness overpowers me. I 
don’t know what to say to you.” 

“ Say nothing at all, or, at any rate, only say 
that you will accept my offer,” he answered. 
“You have no idea what a kindness it will be 
to me.” 

“You hide your own kindness too well,” said 
Max. “ I do not know how to thank you. And 
1 haven’t the pluck to refuse.” 

“I should not allow you to do so,” the other 
replied. “ No, we’ve settled it very well, I think. 
Have your things ready to-morrow afternoon, and 
we’ll take them over in the launch with us. And 
now I must be getting away, or Manuel will be 
growing nervous about his precious boiler.” 

True to the terms of their agreement, Max next 
day transported himself and his belongings to 
Brockford’s island home. His life for the future 
seemed all smooth sailing. After the heat and 
bustle of the city, it was infinitely soothing at 
night to be able to cross to the island, and to 
stretch oneself out after a good dinner on a lounge 
chair in the broad verandah, and do nothing but 
listen to the sighing of the wind in the palms 
overhead and the musical splash of the wavelets 
on the beach. He was not only bettering himself 
in this way, but the fact that he was living with 
a raan so highly respected in the city was doing 
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him a large amount of good from a social point 
of view. It was generally felt that if Brockford 
were prepared to stand sponsor for him, he might 
very well be admitted by other well-known men 
to their houses and to intercourse with their 
families. 

It will be my business in a succeeding chapter 
to show you how nearly this arrangement, so 
kindly meant, came to upsetting the plans he had 
made for himself. 



CHAPTER IX 

F rom the moment that Mr. Brockford took Max 
to live with him the latter’s lot in life seemed 
to change. Hitherto, apparently, no one had been 
aware of his existence; now scarcely a day passed 
in which he did not receive some sort of invitation 
from people who, as a rule, prided themselves 
upon their exclusiveness. Their favour may pos¬ 
sibly have been due to the fact that he was of a 
different type to that to which they were accus¬ 
tomed. At any rate, his handsome face, charming 
manners, tall graceful figure, and insouciant cavalry 
swagger possessed a fascination for them which 
they seemed incapable of resisting. While the young 
Brazilian dandies looked askance at him, disparaged 
him behind his back, and yet imitated him to the 
very best of their ability, the bright-eyed sefioritas 
petted him beyond all measure. It was not long 
before he had made himself extremely popular, not 
only with the English portion of the population, but 
also with the Spanish. 

** Be careful, Mortimer, my boy,” Brockford would 
say to him, when he greeted him on his return from 
a ball m: similar social function. When you have 
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seen as much of this little corner of the world as I 
have, you will know how dangerous women can be, 
and how they have it in their power to mar a man's 
career at its commencement. Many an excellent 
young fellow have I seen out here, only too anxious 
and ready to make his way in the world; then he 
has fallen in love, been egged into matrimony, only 
to find himself shelved and done for by all save 
his wife’s relations, as soon as the knot was tied. 
I don’t want that to happen to you.” 

“You needn’t have any fear on my account,” 
answered Max with a laugh. “ I’m not very likely 
to fall in love. I have been inoculated, and I fancy 
I am proof against the infection.” 

“ No man is proof against it,” replied Brockford 
solemnly. “ There is not a man living whom a pretty 
woman cannot twist round her little finger, if she 
sets her mind to it. I detest the sex, but at the 
same time I don’t mind confessing to you that I 
fear them. I get nervous about you when I hear 
of your going to these balls and picnics: one sefl- 
orita to teach you the guitar, while another de¬ 
clares that you are the best pupil she has ever had 
at the cachuca, or manola, or whatever the dance 
may be. However, you know your own business 
best If you’ve set your heart on letting them rule 
you, you will do so, come what may, so it’s no use 
my interfering. I offer you a word of caution all 
the same.” 

Max a.ssured him once more that he need not 
distress himself on his account. He had not ttte 
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least intention of marrying at present, he said, 
and, should he be tempted to do so, it would not, 
or could not, be for many years to come. Brock- 
ford appeared to be somewhat comforted by this 
assurance, but still he was not altogether satisfied. 
He was well acquainted with the traps and pitfalls 
of Rio society, and he did not want the man, to 
whom he had taken such a liking, to make a fiasco 
of his life, just when there seemed a good chance 
of his succeeding in it. He need not have bothered 
himself about it just then, however, for another 
factor had been imported into the problem, and, 
before the week was over, Max was down with 
fever. For some time he lay at death’s door, but, 
thanks to Brockford’s devoted nursing, and his own 
wonderful constitution, he managed in the end to 
pull through. It was a near enough chance, how¬ 
ever, to cause his friends a considerable amount of 
anxiety. 

Indeed, from what 1 have since learned, there 
was one period in the course of the fever when the 
gravest apprehensions were entertained for his 
safety. All things considered, it was perhaps as 
well for him that Brockford was with him during 
his delirium. Although, even then, he did not 
altogether reveal his secret, he said enough to show 
his friend that, in his old life, he had been some¬ 
thing more than the mere cavalry officer he pre¬ 
tended. 

‘^ Prom the very first I felt sure there was some 
mystery about him,” said the latter to himself one 
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evening, when he had left the sick-room for a well- 
earned rest, and was standing in the verandah, 
looking across the moonlit sea. “I don't fancy, 
however, that I have quite got to the bottom of it 
yet. But there, it's his secret and not mine, and, if 
he doesn’t care to tell me, why should I bother 
myself? Fve plenty of other worries without that. 
Heaven knows.” 

So saying, the kindly old fellow returned once 
more to the sick-room to minister as patiently to 
the wants of his restless patient as if he had been a 
nurse all his life. Strangely enough, as Brockford 
has since told me, it was of myself that Max talked 
most. “His constant cry,” said the latter, “was 
something to this effect: * as I cannot win her for 
myself, I will not spoil Paul’s life. No! Paul shall 
have his chance with her I ’ and so he would con¬ 
tinue for hours at a time. Sometimes he would 
vary it by informing the world that * Paul should 
have her, for he could make her happier than 1 
could ever do.’ Then he would talk of crawling 
through a tunnel in the cliff, of seeing vague foot¬ 
marks in the snow, after which he would suddenly 
sit up in bed and call wildly for a horse, adding that 
he had made an appointment to meet the Princess 
in the Park, and must not, on any account, keep 
her waiting.” 

At last consciousness returned, and little by little 
he grew stronger, until, in due course, he was proh 
nounced to be out of danger. 

For once, Yellow Jack was cheated of his ptey; 
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Some time, however, elapsed before he was in a 
position to return to his duties. He had now been 
in Brazil upwards of eighteen months, and was 
beginning to regard himself as an old inhabitant. 

On the day that he was sufficiently recovered to 
be able to return to the office, he was the recipient 
of a surprise that almost overwhelmed him. 

“I offer you a hearty welcome back to your 
duties, Seflor Mortimer,*’ said Montezma, as usual 
punctuating each sentence with a bow. “I am 
delighted to see that you are returning to your 
former state of health. Let me at the same time 
present you with the congratulations of the Seflora 
de Montezma, and the Sefloritas Maraquinha and 
Estrella. And now perhaps you will do me the 
honour to step into my private office for a few 
moments. I have a proposal to make to you that I 
trust you will see your way to fall in with.” 

Wondering what it could be. Max followed him 
into his private apartment. 

“ Seftor Mortimer,” said Montezma, seating him¬ 
self in his chair and folding his hands upon his 
ample person, “ it is with delight that I find that 
you have now done me the honour of permitting 
me to enjoy the benefit of your services for eighteen 
months. During that time I have watched your 
<Hligence. Now, as you are aware, 1 am an old 
man.'^ 

l&x was about to protest that this was not the 
qw, but the other held up his hand for silence. 

I am an old man, and, alas 1 as you know, 1 
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have no son to succeed me. The business^ there¬ 
fore, will die with myself, unless I import new blood 
into it. Now, Seftor Mortimer, you are my friend, 
also the friend of my family. You are moreover 
the friend of Seilor Brockford, and certainly there 
is no one more respected in Rio de Janeiro than 
he.'’ 

He blew a cloud of cigar smoke into the air, 
while Max grew every moment more and more 
puzzled as to the result of this curious interview. 
However, it appeared that Montezma had not yet 
finished. 

“ It is far from being every clerk I have had with 
me who has shown the honourable diligence that 
you have done. For this reason I am going to 
make you a proposal. In other words, I have much 
pleasure in saying that, if you will so far honour 
me, I will offer you a partnership in the business 
—to show the world that I can appreciate a gentle¬ 
man when I have to do with one.” 

Had the old man suddenly produced a bag of 
gold from beneath the table, and handed it to him, 
Max could scarcely have been more surprised. At 
first he thought Montezma must be joking, but he 
soon saw that he was quite in earnest. It seemed 
incredible that, after so short a time, the old 
Spaniard should have deemed him worthy of such 
an honour. He had certainly done his best to pro¬ 
mote his interests, but then, as he argued, tihat 
should be the aim of every clerk. 

He tried to thank him, but the attempt was a 
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failure. He was too overcome by this additional 
proof of the fellow’s generosity to be able to utter 
a word. At last, feeling that if he did not say 
something, his silence might be misconstrued, he 
managed to stammer out a weak expression, not 
only of his gratitude, but also of his determination^ 
to do all that lay in his power to promote the wel¬ 
fare of the firm. The notion must have existed in 
the old man’s head for some time, for, to add to 
Max’s surprise, the deed of partnership was already 
drawn and only wanted his signature to be perfect. 
For the future, though he would be by no means 
rich, at least not for some considerable time, he 
would draw sufficient from the business to be in a 
position to share with Mr. Brockford a proportion 
of the house at Paquet^. This it had long been 
his desire to do. An evening or two later, when 
his health was still more recovered, he was invited 
to dine at the house of his generous patron. The 
little banquet was given in ♦his honour, and was to 
celebrate his eittry into the business, and also his 
recovery from his late illness. It was distinctly 
a private affair. No one but Montezma’s own 
family, Mr. Brockford, and the guest of'the evening 
were present. 

It was a jovial party that sat down to dinner. 
The old merchant kept a liberal table, and he and 
Sefiora, between them, did the honours with 
reg3al dignity. The two pretty daughters of the 
house laid themselves out to be charming, the 
yoonger, Estrella, taking care that Max wanted 
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nothing. Later in the evening toasts were pro¬ 
posed: the new partner’s health, by Montezma him¬ 
self; and success to the firm, by Mr. Brockford. 
Max replied to the former, their host to the latter. 
After dinner they adjourned to the verandah, where 
a lovely view of the city, stretched out on the plain 
below, and of the harbour was obtainable. It was 
an exquisite evening. Overhead the stars flashed 
with tropical brilliance, and were reflected in the 
smooth waters of the bay-like lights of another city. 
Max was in the best possible spirits and seemed to 
be thoroughly enjoying the society of the pretty 
Estrella, who was seated beside him, fanning her¬ 
self, as only a Spanish girl can, with a coquettish 
lace fan and airing her scanty knowledge of the 
English language. The elder sister, Maraquinha, 
who was an accomplished musician, was playing a 
variety of dreamy melodies in the room behind them. 
The Senora had gone to sleep, according to custom, 
and Brockford and the merchant were smoking 
like volcanoes, and talking politics, at the further 
end of the verandah. 

When a young man, whose heart has once been 
shattered, is willing to admit that he has admired 
another young woman, ever since he set eyes on 
her, it is only natural to suppose that his heart is 
still capable of feeling some emotion. Though 
was not in the least in love with the pretty Sefii- 
orita, he could not but confess that he entertained 
a sincere regard for her. A great love, such as he 
had felt for the Princess Ottilie, for instance, coukl 
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never come to him again; but he asked himself why, 
if it were true that he had decided never to return 
to his old life, he should not choose a wife from the 
people with whom he had thrown in his lot, and 
settle down to a quiet married life in his new home ? 
Moreover, he was quite aware that Montezma was 
anxious that his daughters should marry, and he 
felt confident enough of the old man’s liking for 
himself to be sure that, in spite of the difference 
in nationality, the union would be far from dis¬ 
tasteful to him. On the contrary, it was just pos¬ 
sible that—^but there he came to a sudden stop. He 
had got on to dangerous ground, where it behoved 
him to walk warily. 

At last it became time for Brockford and himself, 
if they wished to get back to the island before mid¬ 
night, to bid the family good-bye. They accordingly 
entered the house to take a stirrup cup, and it was 
then that an event occurred, which was destined to 
cause Max more uneasiness than anything that had 
happened since his arrival in Brazil, the fever ex¬ 
cepted. They were standing beside the table in the 
dining-room, when Maraquinha, who, as I have al¬ 
ready explained, had hitherto been occupied at the 
piano in the drawing-room, made her appearance, 
carrying in her hand an illustrated newspaper. 

^ Sefior Mortimer,” she cried, with a smile upon 
her Ciice, “are you aware that we are fortunate 
enough to possess a portrait of yourself ? ” 

At first Max did not realize the importance of her 
worii She was of a jocular disposition, and his 
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first thought was that, following her favourite 
pastime, she had made a caricature of himself. 

“ I am honoured indeed, Seflorita,” he said. “ I 
trust the likeness is a flattering one.” 

“ You shall judge for yourself,” she answered. 
“ Here it is.” 

So saying, she opened the paper she had brought 
with her, and placed it on the table before him. One 
glance was sufficient to show him that it was a 
reproduction of an old photograph of himself, taken 
by a London firm of photographers shortly after 
he had joined his regiment. Underneath was 
printed, ” The Missing Crown Prince of Pannonia'^ 

As Max looked at it, he felt himself grow deadly 
pale. A great fear lest it should be noticed swept 
over him, and for a moment, do what he would, he 
could not recover his self-control. At last, almost 
by a superhuman effort, he managed to get himself 
in hand, and, while pretending to look more closdly 
at the picture, said:— 

All things considered, it is not a bad likeness, 
is it? I wonder if I were to go to England, and 
pretend to be the original, whether they would 
let me take his place in society. He does not look 
so tall as I am, but the likeness is certainly re¬ 
markable.” 

“ So like that, without a very great stretch Of 
imagination, we might even take it to be the same 
person,” said Maraquinha suspiciously. 

“ Permit me to see it ? ” said Brockford, sttetcbr 
ing his arm across the table; 



^^LONG LIVE THE KING'' 


155 


The paper was accordingly handed to him and 
he studied it attentively. 

“ What do you think of it ? ” asked Max, who felt 
as if a cold hand were being placed upon his heart. 

“I’m afraid the likeness doesn’t strike me as 
being such a good one,” he answered, more to shield 
Max, I fancy, than for any other reason. “ Judging 
from this picture, I should say the eyes of the 
Crown Prince must have been of a different colour 
to yours and his hair would certainly not be so 
dark. However, dark or fair, it is time we were 
thinking of making a start for the island. Good¬ 
night, Seflor Montezma; Seiiora and Sefloritas, I 
have the honour to bid you good-night, your hos¬ 
pitality has charmed us.” 

Max followed his example, and, five minutes later, 
they were on their way to the beach. 

llie journey back to the island that evening was 
a ^ent one. Max, for one, had more than sufficient 
wherewith to occupy his mirfd. The existence of 
the portrait had come to him as a decided shock. 
It had roused suspicions in other people’s minds 
that years might not be able to allay. He had 
begun to think himself free of the old life and to 
fed convinced that it would never influence him 
again. And now, here it was, rising like a ghost 
of the past, to confront him at the very moment 
When a life of peaceful happiness seemed within his 
grasp. How little he had dreamt, on the day that 
the photograph was taken, what an important part 
it was destined to play in his after life. 
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When they reached the island, they left the launch 
and walked up to the house, still in silence. For 
the first time since they had known each other, a 
dark shadow lay between them. As soon as they 
reached the verandah, however, Brockford placed 
his hand upon Max’s shoulder. 

** You and I have got to have a talk together 
before we go to bed to-night,” he said. “ There are 
things that must be settled once and for all.” 

“I am at your disposal, of course,” Max replied, 
but not with too much grace. “ What is it you 
want to say to me?” 

“ There is nothing I Tvant to say to you,” Brock- 
ford answered, with an accent on the want, “ It’s 
what I feel I must say, both in your interests and 
my own. Don’t think I am going to pry into your 
private affairs. I hope you will believe that nothing 
is further from my thoughts. My sole desire is to 
help you, if I possibly can. It’s a delicate position 
for a man to be placed in; for, you see, I have only 
my suspicions to go upon, and I may give you pain 
without intending it. I think, however, that those 
suspicions are strong enough to bear the weight of 
what I’m going to say to you. The picture you 
saw to-night came to you as a painful surprise, did 
it not ? And yet it did not astonish me, for 1 had 
seen it before. That you were not best pleased to 
be confronted with it, I gathered from your faoe, 
and, as I looked at it, I remembered certain things 
you had let slip in your delirium. No! ” be 
seeing that Max was about to speak, “ let me flnfeh 
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before you begin. What I want to tell you is that 
your secret, if you have one, is safe with me. I 
don’t say that you are the Crown Prince of Pan- 
nonia, remember that; 1 am not even going to 
think you may be. It is no business of mine, one 
way or the other, and matters, where crown princes 
of great kingdoms are concerned, are delicate sub¬ 
jects for outsiders to tackle. What I do remember 
is, that I have a young friend, I might even go so 
far as to say, a dear young friend, who came to me 
eighteen months ago, in rather an extraordinary 
fashion. He had been in an English cavalry regi¬ 
ment, he informed me; so, I reflected, had the Crown 
Prince of whom we have been speaking. He in¬ 
formed me in my own dining-room, by accident I will 
admit, that he had been a guest at Osborne; I be¬ 
lieve the Crown Prince enjoyed a similar honour; 
the latter, so report says, has black hair and dark 
eyes, his height is about six feet one, and he is slimly 
built. If I wanted to carry the^coincidence further, 
I might add that, when my friend. Max Mortimer, 
was ill, he spoke continually of a certain beautiful 
princess. * Paul loves her, and I will not stand in 
his way,* he cried. Now, strangely enough, the 
Crown Prince has an only brother whose name is 
Pa^ I happen to know this, because the very next 
morniiig, while you were still lying at death’s door, 
the newspapers announced the fact that Prince Paul 
of Pannoida had been betrothed to the Princess 
daughter of Prince Ferdinand of Lilienhdhe.” 
:^WD|ietlier Brockford intended his information to 
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come as a surprise to Max I cannot say, but there 
is no doubt that the news of my engagement took 
the latter wholly aback. He clutched at the ver¬ 
andah rail, and for a moment seemed stunned by the 
intelligence. The only explanation I can furnish 
for his not having heard it before is, that while it was 
impossible for him to see any newspapers during 
his illness, he had not bothered to look up the back 
files afterwards, to see what had been going on in 
Europe during the time he was cut off from the 
world. 

“ That settles it,” said Brockford to himself, as he 
watched him. “ He is the Crown Prince, as I thought, 
and he left England in order that his brother might 
be in a position to marry the woman he loved. I 
thought such chivalry had vanished from the 
world.” 

A few moments later, when Max had recovered 
somewhat from the shock he had received, he turned 
to Brockford and held out his hand, which the other 
took. 

“ Forgive me,” he said, “ I was not quite myself 
a few moments ago. I am all right now, however. 
As you say, it is best that we should come to an 
understanding with each other. What is it yon 
wish me to say or do?” 

Nothing,” answered Brockford. have been 
reproaching myself for having said so much 
already. 1 am a meddlesome old fool, but 1 had 
the least intention of hurting or offendingyaii. ’1 
hope you will believe that. My only desire Is ^ let 
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you see plainly that you possess a friend in me, 
upon whom you can rely, happen what may.** 

I am quite aware of that,” returned Max. “ You 
don’t surely think I doubted it for a moment. You 
have proved yourself one of the best friends a man 
could possibly have, and I should be the meanest 
hound on earth if I did not remember that, and be 
grateful to you for it all the days of my life.” 

“Tut, tut I you must not talk like that,” said 
Brockford. “ I did no more for you than I should 
have done for any one else. I helped you because I 
liked your face, and because you reminded me of 
someone I once loved better than everything else in 
the world. But we are wandering away from the 
point. What I want to say to you is that, come 
what may, the Crown Prince’s secret, if he has one, 
poor fellow, is quite safe with me. Not a hint con¬ 
cerning it shall pass my lips. Only, and here I am 
placed in somewhat of a dilemma, I want to assure 
myself first that 1 am not aiding and abetting him 
in a folly. Is he wise, do you fhink, in thus remain¬ 
ing away from his family ? Heaven has given him 
a duty to perform, and he must ask himself if he is 
right in shirking it for his own convenience. Each 
of us has a part to play, and it is expected of us 
that we play it to the best of our ability. If the 
Ctown Prince were before me now, I should say to 
him what I am saying to you. Let us leave it like 
that; perhaps enlightenment may some day come to 
.him. I for one have the greatest faith in his judg¬ 
ment and good heart” 
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With that the kind-hearted old fellow shook Max 
heartily by the hand once more, and then, bidding 
him a hurried good night, hastened into the house, 
and was seen no more. Max did not follow his ex¬ 
ample. He seated himself in one of the verandah 
chairs and gave his mind up to considering the con¬ 
versation they had just had together. Yes, as Mr. 
Brockford had said, it certainly was a question for 
him to decide. Had he done right in throwing up 
his position ? Was it the act of an honourable man 
to cause so much pain and trouble to those who had 
loved him so devotedly ? In his diary I find it set 
down in plain black and white that he did not con¬ 
sider it was, and yet, strange perversity of the man, 
against it is written a statement that it is his 
deliberate intention to persist in his present line of 
conduct rather than to return, and, by so doing, ri^ 
the happiness of the two people he loved best in the 
world. 

Next morning, when he and Mr. Brockford met 
at breakfast, they conducted themselves towards 
each other as if no such conversation as that I have 
described had taken place betweei;! them dn the 
previous night. At the allotted hour they crossed 
the bay to the city and made their way to their re¬ 
spective places of business, parting at the same 
street corner, and with the usual commonplace fore- 
well. It was Max’s first appearance at the office Jfo 
the capacity of a partner, and, as Moreas ob^rv^ 
his new-found dignity sat well upon him. 3^ 
eighteen months’ training he had received Imd gifCU 
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him an excellent insight into the business, and his 
shrewd common sense had enabled him to make 
several suggestions which it was found, after ex¬ 
periment, had been exceedingly remunerative to the 
firm. As he seated himself at his desk, and opened 
his correspondence, he felt that the assiduity he had 
shown in the past had not been wasted. 

That morning, perhaps as the result of a night 
spent in recalling the past, incidents connected with 
his old life continually recurred to him. He could 
not help wondering what the colonel and his brother 
officers would have said could they have looked upon 
him then and have seen him in the capacity of a 
Brazilian merchant. From them, his thoughts, by 
natural gravitation, turned to Ottilie and myself, and 
he wondered whether we were happy, and whether 
we ever thought of him. The old life seemed almost 
like a dream to him—another existence, in fact—in 
which he had been perpetually at war with himself, 
burdened with the idea that his life was a failure, 
and haunted continually by the belief .that he was 
Hot destined to sit upon the throne of his forefathers. 
He recalled the gipsy’s prophecy, and it was then, so 
he declared in his diary, that he realized for the first 
time how true her words had proved. As she had 
Itfedicted, he had gone away to a far country, and, 
if he settled down in Brazil as he hoped and in¬ 
tended to do, it was scarcely likely he would ever 
realize what once had been his heart’s desire. Then, 
With a little sigh, for he scarcely knew what, he 
woke firm his dreams of the past, and, taking up 
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his paper-knife, applied himself to the business of 
the moment. A vessel from Europe, consigned to 
their firm, had been signalled that morning, and, in 
consequence, his day was an exceedingly busy one- 
By the time he met Brockford that afternoon, he 
had made up his mind that that poor unfortunate 
fellow, the Crown Prince of Pannonia, was dead, and 
would never come to life again. At the back of his 
determination, however, was a little voice that would 
not be silenced. It haunted him continually, re¬ 
minding him by day and night that there were kind 
hearts in his old life that loved him, and were break¬ 
ing on his account. 

That week, on the other side of the globe, I re¬ 
ceived information that Max was alive, and that 
Rio de Janeiro was the name of his hiding-place. 



CHAPTER X 

A fter a storm it is only natural to expect a 
calm. It proved to be so in Max’s case, at 
any rate, for after the tempestuous emotions to which 
the production of the photograph of the Crown 
Prince of Pannonia at Seiior Montezma’s residence 
had given rise, and the interview with Brockford 
that followed it, which again had been succeeded 
by much heart-searching and self-examination, he 
had been permitted by fate to settle down to a period 
of comparative peace. Absorbed as he was in his 
business, time slipped by on fairy wings. It seemed 
to him that a week had no sooner begun than it was 
ended; and when he looked back upon the eighteen 
montlK that he had spent in the country, they ap¬ 
peared more like weeks to him than months. It 
would not have been a bad sort of life, all things 
considered, but for that little persistent voice of 
consdence, mentioned in the previous chapter, which 
paging away at him, reminding him of those 
home, who loved him and were anxious on his 
account. 

All this time, afi&irs in Europe did not seem to 
have undergone any perceptible change. Pannonia 
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was still a Republic, and appeared likely to remain 
so for an indefinite period. So far, no mention had 
been made of my marriage with the Princess 
Ottilie; and, from the inquiries Max was able to 
make, he learnt that the King and Queen were still 
living in quiet seclusion at the old home at Rendle- 
hurst. His former regiment had been ordered out 
to the East to engage in as pretty a piece of border 
warfare as the heart of man could desire, and when 
the news reached him that they had comported 
themselves with more than usual gallantry in a 
now famous engagement, his cheeks tingled, and a 
thrill of pride ran through him that would have 
gone a long way towards convincing his friends 
that the old spirit was not altogether dead within 
him. What would he not have given to have been 
with them! Had there been any chance of active 
service, it is doubtful whether he would ever have 
left the corps. It was the monotony of garrison life 
that had proved too much lor his patience. The 
pen, we are asked to believe, is mightier than the 
sword; but for the remainder of the day on which 
he heard the news, as he sat inditing his business 
correspondence, he was tempted to think the posi¬ 
tions might very well have been reversed. 

A few days later he was walking along the 
d’Ouvidor, when he heard his name called. 
ing round, he found himself, much to his surp^risei 
confronted by no less a person than Moreas, the xhan 
who had accompanied him from England, and ti^ho^ 
after a certain memorable game of cards, liad . 
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deavoured to give him a lesson in pistol shooting 
and was worsted in the attempt. 

“This is well met, indeed,” cried the latter, hold¬ 
ing out his hand with great cordiality. “ You are 
just the man, of all others, I wanted to see. I was 
only wondering this morning whether you were still 
in Brazil, and, if so, where I could find you. Your 
residence south of the Equator does not seem to have 
done much harm to your appearance.” 

Max replied that he thought, on the contrary, it 
had done him a large amount of good, and, having 
offered the country this justice, he was prepared to 
utter a few commonplaces, and then to pass on his 
way along the street. This, however, was not at 
all what Moreas desired or intended should happen. 
He explained at some length that he had only 
arrived in Rio that morning, and that he was going 
on to Buenos Ayres in the afternoon. 

“ In the interval you and I must have a chat,” he 
said. “I have a host of things that I want to talk to 
you about, and there is one in particular that you 
must hear, come what may. Let us find a place 
where we can yarn in comfort, and without fear of 
being overheard.” 

“ I am afraid it’s impossible for me to spare the 
time just at present,” Max replied. “I am in a 
hurry. I have some important business to attend 
to.” 

“Then let it wait,” Moreas returned coolly. 
“ You ought to be aware that no one is ever in a 
hurry in Brazil. So long as what you are going to 
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do is done by the New Year it will be all right. In 
spite of your eighteen months’ residence in the 
country, you don’t seem to have reconciled yourself 
to its customs.” 

“ I make it a rule to do my business promptly,” 
the other replied with some hauteur. “If other 
people neglect theirs, it is no reason that 1 should 
follow their example.” 

Max had never particularly liked the man, and 
this morning, his sallow countenance, with its black 
beady eyes and hawk-like nose, was absolutely 
repellent to him. 

“ My dear fellow,” said Moreas suavely, “ I beg 
your pardon ten thousand times. If you are re¬ 
solved to work, far be it from me to prevent you. 
I had an idea it was in my power to do you a good 
turn. However, if you are doing so well that you 
don’t want it, nothing more need be said.” 

Max was naturally a generous man, and the 
other’s speech was so craftily worded that it 
touched him in a soft place. He could not but 
remember that Moreas was the man who had gone 
out of his way to offer him help at a time when he 
really stood in need of assistance. To treat him in 
this offhand fashion now was scarcely a fit return 
for the kindness shown him then. Under the cir¬ 
cumstances, he felt it was his duty to make what 
amends he could. 

“ I am afraid you must think me rather a churl,** 
he said; “ but the fact is, 1 was on my way to 
interview an agent regarding a vessel leavii^ jbt 
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England to-morrow. However^ if you really want 
to speak to me, I have no doubt I can manage to 
spare you a quarter of an hour. Let us find a place 
where we can talk in peace. Every one overhears 
what one says in the street.’* 

“I know the very spot,” the other answered 
promptly; and he accordingly led the way down 
the street, until he reached a turning on the right. 
Following this they arrived at a low, dark doorway, 
opening into what, at first glance, seemed to be a 
cellar of some kind. It was evident that Moreas 
was well acquainted with it, for, on entering, he 
called upon a man named “ Manuel ” to show him¬ 
self. In reply, a shock-headed individual, between 
forty and forty-five years of age, made his appear¬ 
ance, and saluted Moreas with respect. It was 
plain that he stood in some awe of him, and it was 
also certain that he was surprised, and not over¬ 
pleased, at seeing himu 

“ I want you to lend my friend and myself your 
little room for ten minutes or a quarter of an hour,” 
he ^id. ^‘We have some important business to 
transact together and must not be disturbed. Do 
you understand ? ” 

The man nodded. 

“ That is well,” said the other. Then, turning to 
he added, “ Follow me, Seilor. When my old 
friend Manuel here gives us his assurance that we 
shaE not be interrupted, we may count ourselves as 
safe as if there was not a soul within five hundred 
miles**' 
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So saying, he led the way down a passage towards 
a little room, which was without windows, and was 
lighted only by a small skylight at the top. Closing 
the door carefully after him, he drew a couple of 
chairs forward to the table and invited Max to be 
seated, following his example immediately after. 

“Now,” he said, biting the end off his cigar as he 
spoke, “ we can talk as much as we please.” 

In spite of this assurance, however, he was silent 
for a few moments. He drew in large clouds of 
smoke, and slowly puffed them out again. Max 
made up his mind that he was endeavouring to 
settle how he should best approach the subject, and 
wondered what it could be. 

“I believe it is not always considered polite to 
remind a man of past favours,” he said, after the 
pause had lasted for more than a minute. “ In this 
case, however, it is necessary that I should do so. 
You may remember that, on board the Diamintina^ 
when we were on our way out to Brazil together, I 
told you that, if you should not succeed in obtaining 
employment, and would apply to me, it might be in 
my power to help you. Now I gather from your 
excess of zeal this morning that, far from having 
if failed, you have happened upon a very good line of 
business. You wear a prosperous air; everything 
about you betokens the possession of an assured 
income. There is a look of fatted contentment; 
about you that tells its own tale.” 

“ I am not aware that I have ever grumbled at 
my lot since I arrived in Rio,” Max replied with’‘a 



^^LONG LIVE THE KING^ 169 

faint smile upon his face. *‘But I do not quite 
understand how my circumstances affect the matter 
at issue. What have they to do with what you 
want to tell me?” 

“ I will explain myself more clearly,” said Moreas, 
taking his cigar from his mouth for a moment, and 
looking Max directly in the face. “ To begin with, 
however, I must say how sorry I am that you have 
succeeded so well.” 

“That does not strike me as a very pleasant 
speech,” said Max. “ But I presume you have some 
reason for it, or you would not be so blunt.” 

“The very best of reasons,” Moreas replied. 
“Had you been hard up, I was going to propose 
that you should join me in a little piece of business, 
which may prove to be worth nothing at all, or, on 
the other hand, may mean a gigantic fortune for 
both of us.” 

“You allow a good margin,” said Max. “If I 
were allowed a preference, I should declare for the 
million. And pray what is this business ? ” 

“Diamonds,” answered Moreas quietly, leaning 
across the table and clasping his hands together. 
“Diamonds such as you have never dreamed of. 
With the information I have received I tell you I 
am able to put my hand on the biggest diamond 
mihe on the face of the habitable globe. How I 
obtained the information doesn’t matter just now. 
Fll tell you about it another day. It is sufficient 
for the present that I am fully posted. Unfor- 
however, there are others, besides myself, 
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who are acquainted with it. It is ot those others 
that I am afraid. If the truth must be told, and 
you don’t mind a simple pun, I might say it is a 
case of diamond cut diamond with us. I don’t trust 
them, and I am not at all certain that they trust 
me. Now, situated as I am, what I want to do is to 
import another man into the concern, a man whose 
interests, though they must not be aware of it, will 
be identical with my own. Two of us would be a 
match for the whole pack of them. Particularly if 
I can get hold of a man who can use a pistol as you 
can. Taken all round, Mortimer, you’re just the 
sort of fellow I want. You’d enjoy a piece of ad¬ 
venture of this kind. We should be away about 
four months, and I don’t think you would be able to 
complain, when you returned, of having had a dull 
time of it. Now what have you to say ? ” 

“ It is impossible,” said Max, though in his own 
mind he felt that he would have given anything to 
have been able to take a hand in it. “ There was a 
time when I should have liked nothing better, but I 
have settled down to a staid business life now, and 
an aifair such as you propose is quite out of the 
question.” 

“I am sorry for that,” answered Moreas, his 
spirits visibly sinking as he heard the other^s 
decisioa **I had quite made up my mind that, 
when I told you about it, you would throw evel^ 
thing else to the dogs and go in for it #ith 
However, there is one good point about it. I hatie 
to go south to-day. 1 shall be back in Rio in about 
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six weeks* time. Nobody knows how you may be 
situated then. If anything has happened, and it is 
possible for you to change your mind, all you have 
to do will be to send a letter to the old address, the 
same that I gave you eighteen months ago, and it 
will find me. We shall start as soon after I return 
as possible. Will you promise to bear this in 
mind ? ** 

“ I will remember it with pleasure,** Max replied; 

but you may rest assured it will be of no use. I 
am clinging to respectability like a limpet to his 
rock, and, so far as I can see now, nothing will 
shake me from it.** 

“ You don*t know how I had set my heart upon 
having you with me,*’ answered Moreas. “ It is at 
times like this that one wants a good man at one’s 
elbow. I am not going alone with those other 
fellows; of that you may be very sure. If I did. 
I’d never come back alive. With you at my side, 
however, I wouldn’t mind if there were a hundred 
of them.” 

You pay me a very high compliment,” said 
Max; but 1 am afraid that, unless you can find 
somebody else to take my place, you will have to 
do as you fear, that is to say, go on alone.” 

^‘Well, I will put my trust in faith,” said the 
other. ** Stranger things than that have turned up 
Uumps before now. I’ve got a very solid belief in 
lay luck, and somehow I’ve got a fancy that it 
won’t de^rt me.” 

“ We shall see,” replied Max, ” and now, if you 
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have no more to say to me, I think I must be going 
on.’* 

**You’re quite sure I can’t tempt you?” said 
Moreas, as they left the house. 

** Quite,” Max answered. ” If I had nothing else 
to do, I’d go with you to-morrow; but, situated as I 
am, wild horses would not shift me.” 

“ Well, bear the fact in mind that I shall be back 
in a month,” said Moreas. “ And also that the 
address I have already given you will find me. 
Farewell, Seflor.” 

“ Farewell, and bon voyage to you,” replied Max. 

Then, with a wave of their hands, they parted, 
and Max continued his way towards the office for 
which he had been making when he had met 
Moreas. As he walked, he thought of the offer the 
other had made to him, and of the prospects it had 
held out to him. Had the arguments been brought 
to bear upon him when they had first met on board 
the Diamintinuy no doubt could have existed as 
to the result. He would have gone with him with* 
out a second thought. As it was, he had settled 
down to a different sort of life, and such a thing 
as abandoning it in favour of a wild-goose chase 
after diamonds was not even to be thought of. 
The experiences of the past eighteen months 
materially enlarged his bump of caution, and, since 
his stay in Rio, he had had repeated opportuiiildc^ 
of observing the result of similar expeditif^ 
Not one, within hisniemory, had been even pass^^ 
successfuL It was scarcely probable that 
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would be more fortunate. He wondered what 
Brockford would have said, could he have heard the 
proposal that had been made to him. He could well 
imagine the scorn with which it would have been 
received. 

That evening he was present at a ball, given by 
one of the prominent Spanish residents of the 
city. The Seftoritas Maraquinha and Estrella de 
Montezma were present, and it was partly for that 
reason that Max himself had accepted the invitation. 
The sisters were excellent dancers, and, as such, 
were in invariable request among the cavaliers of 
the place. As soon as Max arrived he bespoke a 
dance, and, when it commenced, led the beautiful 
Estrella into the throng. Their steps blended to a 
nicety, so well indeed that many of the dancers 
stopped to watch the handsome couple glide round 
and round the room. To Max it seemed as if he 
had never known what dancing was until that 
moment. To have that pretty, trembling form 
almost reclining in his embrace, to be able to look 
dawn into those dark lustrous eyes, in which the 
lote light was only too surely kindling, would have 
sufficed to turn the head of the greatest stoic. The 
dance at an end, he went in search of her mantila, 
and, when he had wrapped it round her, led 
her from the ball-room into the moonlit garden. 
Here the scene was almost fairy-like. The night 
wind rustled the fronds of the palms, the wavelets 
Hrt^ed on the beach bdow, the music just reached 
thcsd ikom the house, while, behind, like a guardian 
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spirit, rose giant Corcovado, the snow glittering in 
the moonlight on his hoary brow. It was a night 
made for love, and, as they walked among the 
orange groves, the scented air was intoxicating in 
its sweetness. Max thought of Moreas, and it was 
with almost a feeling of scorn that he recalled the 
conversation he had had with him that afternoon. 
Why should he embark upon an errand, the success 
of which was so doubtful, when there was a quiet 
life presenting such alluring prospects ready wait¬ 
ing for him ? Was there not one beside him now, 
who would endeavour to console him, if he would 
give her the opportunity, for all the loss of danger 
and excitement he might be put to ? He knew—yet 
I don’t think Max’s worst enemy could accuse him 
of being a vain man—that the girl beside him loved 
him, and, as I have said before, he was aware also 
that no one would hail the union with greater 
delight than her father, Seflor Montezma. Why 
should he not ask her to be his wife, and so seat, 
with a stronger bond, the partnership he had'so 
lately had presented to him. The witchery of the 
night must have got into his blood, for, as he 
glanced at her clear-cut profile, peeping out from its 
► lace covering, he felt strangely reckless. He was 
tempted to throw prudence to the winds, ahd,^ 
regardless of everything else, to woo fortune, and, 
through fortune, happiness, in this new dir^om 
They had reached the end of the orange 
and were about to retrace their steps towards ihn 
house, when Max proposed that they should sit 
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down upon a seat on the cliflf side and, for a 
moment, watch the moonlit sea below. Nothing 
loth, the girl consented. They seated themselves 
accordingly, and for some moments silence ensued. 
The jewels on the girl’s fingers sparkled in the 
moon light as she slowly swept her fan to and fro. 
She was very beautiful and, had he never met the 
Princess Ottilie, it is just possible that she might 
have inspired him with a love that would have 
lasted a lifetime. When they spoke again it was 
on commonplace subjects. Each was ill at ease. 
Then Max drew a little closer to her. The time 
for prudence was past. What did anything matter 
now ? He was going to put his fate to the test, to 
win or lose it all. Just at that moment, however, 
the sound of hurried footsteps reached their ears, 
and a man’s voice, calling for the Seftorita 
Estrella, was plainly heard. The girl sprang to her 
feet. Instinctively she felt that something was 
wrong. Next moment, the messenger reached 
them. 

“S^orita,” cried the young man, who had so 
inopportunely burst upon them, “ I have been sent 
to fetch you. I regret to say that your sister has 
met with an accident. By some mischance her 
dress caught fire, and she 1^ been badly burnt.” 

The girl uttered a cry of alarm. 

** Take me to her,” she said; then turning to Max, 
^ added, “ I must go at once.” Thereupon the 
two 7<^ung men conducted her to the house. 

The accident proved even more serious than had 
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been at first supposed. The patient was removed to 
bed, and, in consequence, the younger sister did not 
make her appearance again that night. As a result 
of this arrangement Max left the ball considerably 
earlier than he had intended doing. 

Next day De Montezma reported that the patient 
was no better. The burns she had received were 
not only painful, but the shock to her system had 
been a severe one. As it turned out, some weeks 
elapsed before she was able to be moved. When she 
was better, the doctor advised a short sea voyage, 
and the Seflora Montezma and her two daughters 
left Rio en route for Buenos Ayres, During their 
absence. Max was given time to argue the pros and 
cons of the scheme he had planned for himself. 
Should he ask permission of Montezma to make his 
daughter his wife, or should he not ? He decided 
to take twenty-four hours to think it over, and it 
was during that period that the event occurred 
which was destined to throw all his plans and as¬ 
pirations to the winds. 

He had been spending the greater portion of the 
day superintending the removal of some cargo on 
board a ship in the harbour, and, towards evening, 
made his way ashore again to meet Brockford. 
Leaving the landing-stage, he proceeded up the 
street till he reached the Rua Direita. As he 
crossed the road he came within an ace of bei]% 
knocked down by a cab, which was coming at a 
swift pace towards him. He looked up, as to 
expostulate with the driver, and then, as suddenly, 
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turned and fled. Had any one been near enough 
to see, he would have told you that his face was 
deathly pale, and that, when he reached the pave¬ 
ment, he trembled like a man with the palsy. 
For the person in the cab was myself^ his brother 
Paid, 

And yet, by some unhappy chance, I did not see 
him. 

“ Good Heavens I ” he muttered, when he had 
partially recovered. “Paul is searching for me. 
What am I to do now ? ” 


M 



CHAPTER XI 

I N order to make my narrative more clear to 
you, it is necessary that I should hark back 
for a short distance and give you an account of 
my own doings, from the time Max left us up to 
that never-to-be-forgotten day, when I received the 
information that he was not in South Africa, as 
we had at one time supposed, but in Brazil, where 
we had never thought of looking for hinL I have 
already described my pursuit of him to South¬ 
ampton, while all the time he was on his way to 
Bristol to join the steamship Diamintina; I have 
also told you how, wearied of waiting and searching 
at that port, I returned to Rendlehurst, to inform 
my father and mother of the ill-success which 
had attended my efforts to find him. Then 
some eighteen months went by, during which 
period we neither saw nor heard anything of, or 
from, him. He might have been dead for all we 
knew to the contrary. Indeed, there were times 
when we were almost compelled to believe that he 
was. It was impossible, try how we would} :to 
keep the matter of his disappearance a secret. It 
leaked out; portraits of, and information concWI- 
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ing, the missing man, appeared in the illustrated 
papers, and for a time, that is to say, until its 
place in the public attention was usurped by a 
memorable murder trial, it ranked as one of the 
chief topics of the day. Being aware that we 
were anxious to obtain tidings of him, we 
soon fotmd ourselves figuring as the prey of a 
host of swindlers. One man vouched for his being 
in New York; another had met him in Alaska, 
and for a sum of money would find him for us; 
another knew that he was serving as a trooper 
in the Cape Mounted Police; while yet another was 
willing to swear an affidavit that he had seen him 
domiciled in a boundary rider’s hut on the banks of 
he Diamintina River in Western Queensland. In 
this fashion every day brought us news of some 
sort, until we scarcely knew what to do, which 
way to turn, or what to believe. It was impossible 
to send men out to search for him in such a variety 
of places, and yet we knew that the one we left 
untouched would, in all the probabilities of chance, 
be t^t in which he would ultimately be found. 
At last, when the multitude of inquiries we had 
set on foot proved to be fruitless, we began to lose 
heart. We accordingly took counsel together, and 
agreed that there was nothing more for us to do 
but to wait and hope that some more definite news 
would reach us ere long. Then my engagement to 
the Princess Ottilie of LilienhOhe was publicly 
announced. Of our happiness, and mine in 
paitiailar, it is not necessary that 1 should speak. 
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Let me sum it up by saying that if poor Max 
could have been found, there would not have been 
a cloud upon our horizon. If the truth must be 
told, however, I fear the match was not altogether 
what the Prince of LilienhOhe himself desired. 
Max was the Crown Prince, and he would rather 
have had him for his son-in-law; as, however, for 
reasons already stated, that was not possible, he 
was fain to content himself with the next best 
person, hoping, I suppose, that Max would never 
appear again, and that, in due course, I should take 
his place upon the throne. Generally speaking, I 
fancy the engagement was a popular one; con¬ 
gratulations showered in upon us, not only from 
the English people, but also from the reigning 
families on the Continent. After nearly two 
hundred years of hatred and quarrelling, it 
appeared as if the Ramonyi and Lilienhdhe families 
were to be at peace with each other. Meanwh^e, 
we were as happy as any two young people could 
be. And now let me describe the day on which 
the information came to us that Max was in 
Brazil. 

It was Christmas Eve, and Ottilie and 1 were 
spending the festival at Rendlehurst with my father 
and mother. Prince Ferdinand had also been in¬ 
vited, but for some reason he had declined. That 
Christmas will be remembered for many years to 
come, not only by our family, but by almost every 
other in England, as one of the coldest known fcMr 
a quarter of a century. Until the tenth of Decern^ 
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ber, the weather had been remarkably mild for the 
time of year, then it took a change for the worse, 
and till the new year set in snow fell almost inces¬ 
santly. In consequence, the roads became well-nigh 
impassable, and many deaths and serious accidents 
were reported from the country districts. Fortun¬ 
ately, however, Ottilie and I had reached our des¬ 
tination before the worst of it set in, so that we 
were not directly affected by it. 

As I have said, it was Christmas Day on which 
the first really reliable news of Max reached us. I re¬ 
member that Ottilie and I had been to church alone 
together, my father and mother not feeling equal to 
accompanying us. Leaving the churchyard after¬ 
wards, we let ourselves into the park by means of a 
side gate. The snow had ceased for the time being, 
and the country looked indescribably beautiful in its 
white mantle. As we turned the corner of the 
plantation, and came in sight of the house, 1 thought 
of one wintry day, years before, when Max and I 
were boys, and had built a large snow fort on this 
very^t, and defended it, with great valour, against 
the assaults of two of the gardener’s sons. 

“I wonder what Max is doing to-day? ” I said 
to my companion, as the recollection occurred to 
me. 

"Poor Max!” she answered, and there was a 
world of sadness in her voice. 

“ Do you* know, Ottilie,” I said, after we had re- 
smoed our walk, " 1 have a sort of conviction that 
we sb&U hear something of him very soon. I don’t 
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know why I should think so, but the notion has 
been in my head for the last few days. Let us hope 
it may be true.” 

“ God grant it may,” she replied. It would 
make a different woman of your mother. She is 
wearing her heart out thinking and grieving about 
him.” 

As we reached the house, the old postman, accom¬ 
panied by one of his sons, was making his way 
down the drive. I called him back and wished him 
the compliments of the season, adding a little re¬ 
membrance from the princess and myself. 

God bless your Royal Highness,” said the man, 
who had known me ever since we had first come to 
Hampshire. “May you and Her Royal Highness 
know every happiness. Might I make so bold as to 
ask if you have any news of Prince Max yet?” 

“ None at all,” I answered sadly. “ It would be a 
happier Christmas Day for us all if you had brought 
a letter from him.” 

“ I wish it were in my power, that I do,” replied 
the old man; “ Lord, how well I do remember His 
Highness, to be sure. I can mind the day when His 
Majesty brought you all to this house, as well as if 
it were but yesterday.” 

With that the old fellow wished me a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year, and went 
hobbling down the Park to join his son. Ottilie and 
I let ourselves into the house by a side door, and, 
when we had removed our wraps, proceeded to tlie 
queen's boudoir, where our Christmas mail awaited^ 
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us. My mother, who had not left her room when we 
departed for church, received us very graciously. 
Poor lady, the trials and troubles, with which her 
life had been afflicted, were beginning to tell upon 
her. She seemed to be ageing faster than was con¬ 
sistent with her years. While we were talking, my 
father entered the room. Time had also laid his 
finger heavily upon him; his hair was almost snow 
white; he walked with a stick, and, as we had been 
nfade aware, his heart had not been equal to the 
work demanded of it for some time past. The 
doctors had suggested that he should leave England 
and winter abroad, but he would not hear of such a 
thing. The older he grew, the more wedded he 
became to his study, where, as his secretary in¬ 
formed me in confidence, he now did but little work; 
but, though he was not aware of it himself, spent 
the greater portion of his time asleep in his chair. 
If the enemy had treated him unkindly in this 
respect, it had effected an improvement in another 
direction. Much of his old cynicism.,had left him; 
he looked at the world in a more kindly light, and 
treated those about him with greater forbearance. 
Of Pannonia, he seldom, if ever, spoke. It seemed 
to have faded out of his life, as if it had never 
|dayed a part in it. 

When we had saluted him, we sat down to the 
perusal of our mails. For some time nothing but 
the rending of envelopes and the crinkling of note 
paper sounded in the room. I had opened the 
gitater portion of my correspondence, when I came 
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upon a letter, the handwriting of which was quite 
unknown to me. Before reading it, I glanced at the 
signature, but “ James Whittadge,’* or the fact that 
he was house surgeon at the famous Samaritan 
Hospital, told me nothing. I accordingly turned 
the page and began to read the letter. This is what 
I found:— 

“The Samaritan Hospital, 

“ London, 

“ 2 ^th December^ 

To His Royal Highness 

Prince Paul of Pannonia. 

“ Sir,— 

“ The fact that I have been requested by a patient 
named Thomas Gulliver, now an inmate of this 
hospital, to communicate with you with as little 
delay as possible, must serve as my excuse for my 
presumption in addressing you direct. In common 
with, all the world, I have heard of your Royal 
Highness’ attempt to discover the whereabouts of 
your brother, the Crown Prince of Pannonia. I am 
not aware, however, whether you have since learnt 
his address; if not, it may be of service to you to 
know that the man, Gulliver, to whom I referred 
just now, declares that he is in a position to give 
you important information upon that point. He is 
extremely reticent upon the subject, and avers that 
he will say nothing about it to any one, until he has 
seen you. Should you deem his story worthy of 
your consideration, I would take the liberty of 
sugg^ting an immediate interview, as 1 fear the 
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man, who is in an extremely dangerous condition, is 
scarcely likely to be alive for any length of time. 

“ I have the honour to be, 

“Your Royal Highness’ obedient servant, 

“James Whittadgh, 

“ House Surgeon, Samaritan Hospital.” 

When I had finished the letter, I read it aloud to 
the others. Then there was a silence, which lasted 
while a man might have counted twenty. My 
mother was the first to speak. 

“ Can it be true, Paul, do you think ? or is it only 
another attempt to extort money from us?” she 
asked, in a choking voice. 

“ It is impossible to answer that question until we 
have seen the man himself,” I replied. “ As far as 
the writer of the letter is concerned, it seems genuine 
enough. What do you think I ha^ better do ? ” 

“ Would it not be advisable for you to go up to 
town and see the man at once?” said Ottilie, who, 
noticing that my mother was trembling, .had crossed 
the room and taken her hand. 

“Go to London at once, and see this Gulliver, 
Paul,” said my father. “ It is just possible he may 
have something to tell you. If you delay it may be 
too late.” 

“ In that case I will go,” I replied. “ Let us hope 
it is the clue to some real discovery.” 

With that, 1 left the room to make inquiries con* 
cerning a train. Having found one that, if it ran 
up. to lime, would bring me to London about five 
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o’clock, I bade Anton order a carriage to convey me 
to the station in time to catch it. Then I returned to 
my mother’s boudoir, and informed them of the ar¬ 
rangements I had made. If only the man’s informa¬ 
tion proved to be what we wanted, what a happy 
Christmas Day this was likely to be for us I The 
anxiety, however, to know if it were correct 
weighed heavily upon our spirits, and, though we 
all tried, for each other’s sakes, to appear happy, the 
result was not a conspicuous success. As soon as 
luncheon was finished, I bade them good-bye, and 
set off for the station. Snow had begun to fall again, 
and the afternoon was bitterly cold. It was likely 
to be a dreary journey, but I could put up with that 
very well, if only my errand were destined to prove 
successful. 

As good luck had it, a mail boat had arrived in 
Southampton that^morning, and, in consequence, I 
was able to travel to town by the special train con¬ 
veying the passengers and mails. It stopped only at 
Basingstoke; in consequence. Big Ben was striking 
four o’clock when my cab pulled up before the big 
doors of the Samaritan Hospital. In a few moments 
now I should be able to tell whether the mysterious 
Gulliver’s information was genuine or not. . 

Having discharged my cabman, 1 ascended the 
steps, and rang the bell. A moment later the door 
was opened by a stalwart porter, who, from his 
appearance, had evidently been indulging in Sk 
after his Christmas dinner. He inquired my bttsiu^ 
in an off-hand manner, and, when I informed 
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that I wished to see a patient named Gulliver, told 
me to step inside, and sit down in the hall while he 
made the necessary inquiries. 

“ What name shall I say ? ’’ he asked, giving me 
very plainly to understand by his look that he re¬ 
served the right to say whether he would believe 
my statement or not. 

“ You might tell Doctor Whittadge that Prince 
Paul of Pannonia is here, in response to a letter he 
received from him this morning,” I said. 

The man’s eyes opened, and his mouth followed 
suit In a moment his manner had entirely changed. 

“I beg your Royal Highness’ pardon,” he said 
apologetically, and then, with delightful ingenuous¬ 
ness, added, “ I didn’t know it was you. If your 
Royal Highness will be kind enough to step this 
way to the secretary’s office, I will go in search of 
Doctor Whittadge at once.” ^ 

I accordingly followed him down the stone cor¬ 
ridor to a comfortably furnished apartment, where 
1 waited while he went off on his errand. By this 
time I was as nervous as any schoolgirl. So much 
depended upon the next half-hour, that I could 
scarcely contain my impatience or my anxiety. I 
paced up and down the little room, examined the 
photos of various benefactors that decorated the 
walls, and then rejoiced, as my ears caught the sound 
of a business-like step on the stones outside. A 
moment later the door opened, and a tall, gentle¬ 
manly man, who I rightly guessed was none other 
Doctor Whittadge, entered the room. 
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“ Have I the honour of addressing Prince Paul of 
Pannonia?” he inquired, closing the door behind 
him. 

That is my name,” I answered. “ I received a 
letter from you this morning, informing me that 
you had a patient named Gulliver under your charge, 
who declares that he is in a position to reveal the 
whereabouts of my unfortunate brother, the Crown 
Prince.” 

“ That is so,” the doctor replied. “ The man 
states that he has not only seen your brother, but 
has spoken to him. He will not, however, reveal 
the name of the place, or say anything more con¬ 
cerning it, to any one save yourself. If you would 
care to see him, I will conduct you to the ward. I 
must ask, however, that you will make the inter¬ 
view as short as possible, for the man is in a highly 
dangerous condiijkj£L As a matter of fact, I really 
believe that, unless you had come this afternoon, you 
would not have found him alive.” 

“ What is the matter with him ? ” I inquired. 

“ He is a sailor, and was badly injured two days 
ago by a fall from the rigging of a ship. His lower 
extremities are completely paralysed, and there is 
no sort of doubt that the end must come within the 
next twenty-four hours. If your Highness is ready, 
shall we proceed upstairs?” 

“ By all means,” I answered. “ It is not necessary 
for me, of course, to tell you that his informadch^ 
means a great deal to myself, and to my family* 
We have been trying for upwards <rf eighteau 
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months to find my brother, and, though we have had 
plenty of information supplied to us, it has always 
eventually been proved to be of a most unreliable 
nature.” 

By this time we had reached the front hall once 
more, and were ascending the magnificent staircase 
that leads to the principal wards. In the corridor 
the soft-footed nurses were moving about, and the 
noise of the traffic from outside could be faintly heard, 
but here all was peace. When he had brought me 
to a door at the end of the passage, he softly opened 
it. 

“Gulliver is in here,” he said in a whisper, 
as he closed it after me. Then, beckoning one 
of the nurses to him, he said something to her 
in a low voice, after which, inviting me to follow 
him, he led the way towards a bed at the further 
end of the room. A screen hadj^csfn placed before 
it, and, when we approached, a nurse was feeding 
the sick man from an invalid cup. He proved 
to be a rough-looking fellow, between thirty and 
forty years of age, and was the possessor of a 
short coarse beard and black hair, which con¬ 
trasted strongly with the whiteness of his pillow 
and bedclothes. The doctor felt his pulse, and 
then, lacing a chair beside the bed, invited me 
to s^t myself. 

Gulliver,” he said, bending over him and 
speaking in a low voice, “ this is Prince Paul of 
Pazmonia, whose brother’s whereabouts you profess 
to ^ able to reveaL” 
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“ So I can, sir,” said the sick man feebly, turning 
his head and staring at me, as if to make sure 
of my identity. “ I know where 'e is, or ought 
to be, at this ’ere moment. But afore I gives it 
away, I want to know what I’m a-goin’ to git for 
my information. That’s only business, I reckon.” 

He paused for a moment to recover his breath. 

“ It isn’t for meself I cares,” he continued, ** but 
the doctor ’ere tells me I’m a-goin* to slip me 
cable before long, and that bein’ so, who’s a-goin’ 
to pervide for the missus and the kids ? I’ve been 
a plain sailor man all me life, and plain sailor 
men don’t save no money—leastways, I didn’t. She 
’ad my advance note every voyage reg’lar and 
cashed ’em too, but when I ships for Davy Jones’ 
locker there ain’t no advance notes, so wot’s she 
a-goin’ to do then?” 

He gazed fixs<jly at me, as if he were waiting 
for an answer to his question. 

“If your information is really valuable,” 1 re¬ 
plied, “ I shall be very happy to pay you a sub¬ 
stantial price for it. But you must be able to 
convince me first that it is genuine. Have you 
any definite sum in your mind?” 

“Well, sir,” the man returned, “if I puts you 
on his track, 1 reckon it’s worth a ’undred quid 
to yer, isn’t it ? ” 

“I will pay you a hundred pounds with plea^ 
sure,” I answered. 

“ But you must let me see the brass first,“ he 
returned. “I can’t afford to take no risks.” 
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“ Come, come, my man,” said the doctor, shocked 
at his discourtesy, “ if his Royal Highness is good 
enough to promise you the money, surely that 
should be sufficient. Remember with whom you 
are dealing.” 

” I shall be past rememberin’ anything d’rectly,” 
the other replied. “I don’t mean to offend, but 
wot I wants is to make sure of the blunt. Prince, 
or no Prince, I don’t part with no information 
till I have seen that for myself. You wouldn’t 
either if you was me.” 

Fortunately, I had brought my cheque-book with 
me, thinking circumstances might arise in which 
1 m^ht stand in need of it. 

« Never mind,” I said to the surgeon, “ we won’t 
dispute the matter. If you can let me have a 
pen and ink, I will draw a cheque in favour of 
his wife for the amount in que.«*’5en. Should his 
information prove to be worth it, she can keep 
the money; if not, well, in that case, the cheque 
can be destroyed.” 

The draft was soon completed, and we returned 
with it to the bedside. The dying man took the 
cheque in his hand and examined it carefully. 

“ I 'ate these ’ere bits of paper,” he said. ** But 
I reckon it’s all right. Anyways, I’m willing to 
c^nce it Now, sir, leastways your Royal High¬ 
ness, if you’re ready, I’ll tell yer all I knows. 
You mustn’t mind if I’m a bit slow. Talkin’ 
ain’t as easy as it used to be.” 

He paused once more while the doctor glanced 
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anxiously at him. Then he nodded his head, and 
the man commenced. 

** It was this way, yer see, twelve months ago, 
come March, I shipped from Cardiff A.B. aboard 
the Brasilian Monarch steamer, owned by Guthrie, 
Blake & Williamson, bound for Rio, and consigned 
to Montezma & Co., merchants of that city. As 
soon as we got in we anchored in the harbour, 
and the Spaniard’s managin’ clerk came aboard 
as usual to see the skipper. Now I make bold 
to say that the managing clerk I saw that day was 
your Royal ’ighness’s own brother.” 

My heart sank. It did not look as if the in¬ 
formation he was able to give me were likely to 
have any greater value than that we had received 
from other people. 

“ What reason have you for supposing that 
the individual—in, question was my brother?” 
I inquired. “ Had you ever seen the Crown 
Prince ?” 

“ Never, not as I knows on,” the man replied. 

But if you don’t fiumux me by asking questions, 
I’ll do my best to tell yer all about it, and yerll 
§ee as I’m not very far out in my reckonin’. 
May be it will be the last yarn I shall spin, so 
1 must make the most on it. How do I know 
it was the Crown Prince? Well, I’ll tell yew 
You see, it was this way. Among the passengm 
there was a gent a-goin’ out to Buenos Ayres m 
took photografts. And precious well 'e dki ’em 
too, when yer come, to think on it W^, af|er 
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they’d had a bit o’ dinner, the day we got into 
port, the captain, who was mighty friendly with 
this ’ere Mr. Mortimer, the agent’s clerk, suggested 
that the passenger gent should take their likenesses, 
them sittin' together on the ladder to the poop. 
‘It will be somethin’ to remember this day by, 
and also this ’ere werry nice company,’ says he, 
and so the gent he dives down below to his cabin 
and fetches up his box of tricks. There they sat, 
as happy as yer please, smokin’ of their segars 
while their photos was a-bein’ took. Next morn¬ 
ing we sailed for the Argentine, and about three 
bells the chief sings out for me to lend a hand 
to rig up the second officer’s cabin for a dark 
room, so that the gent could fix up the photografts 
all right. The werry next day he *ad ’em on deck 
to show the skipper, and everybody was askin’ 
for one, ’cause they was done «o natural. ’E was 
a free ’anded young gent, and one way an’ the 
other I’d done a good deal for him while ’e was 
aboard. At last he ups alongside o’ me and says, 
* Gulliver,’ says he, ‘ I’ve got one of them picters 
left; would yer like to have it?’ ‘Thank yer 
kindly, sir,* says I, and with that ’e gives it to 
me,” 

The man paused, and whispered something to 
the nurse, who left him and went to the other 
side of the room. When she returned she handed 
him an envelope. 

“Well, sir, when we got back to Liverpool 
a^pain I left the BroMilian Monarch and shipped 

N 
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aboard one of the liners for the Cape. One day, 
on the homeward voyage, I was a-doin’ something 
on the promenade deck—I forget what—^while the 
passengers was below at their lunch. On one 
of the chairs was a lot of newspapers, and the 
one a-lyin’ on the top had a big picter of a gent 
in milingtary uniform. ‘Bill,’ says I, turning 
to Bill Collings, who was a-coilin’ of a rope along¬ 
side o’ me, ‘ you’re a scholard, what’s the readin’ 
under this ’ere picter ? ’ Mind you I recognised 
it at once. ‘The missing Crown Prince of Pan- 
nonia,’ says Bill, as slick as the doctor there or 
you might do yourself. ‘ That’s the cove,’ said he 
—begging your ’Ighness’s pardon—‘ ’as cleared out 
some time back. His family has been a-searchin’ 
for ’im ’igh and low, and can’t lay their *ands 
on him nohow.’ ‘ Have they so,’ says I to myself. 

‘ Well, then, when I git home I reckon I can put 
’em on his track.’ For you see, I know’d that 
that photograft was at home, if the missus hadn’t 
throwed it away. Well, as soon as we was paid 
off, 1 went to the old place and rummaged a bit* 
There it tvas sure enough. ‘ What are you a- 
goin’ to do with that there photograft, Tom?’ 
said the missus. ‘ Turn it into money,’ says I, 
‘and live like a gentleman for the rest of me 
days,* * Turn it into beer,* says she, ‘ and 
into gaol.’ Well, it’s a wonder I didn’t, you s^, 
for, as I was a-goin’ down the street, I meeta a 
man who was with me aboard a Baltimore boat, 
years back. So, bein’ friendly, we dropped intip a. 



^'LONG LIVE THE KING" 


195 


publick—^The Hen and Chickens it was—^for to take 
a glass and spin a yarn. How it was, 1 dunno, 
but when we was chucked into the street at closin’ 
time, all me money was gone and everythink else 
I got about me but this 'ere jolly old photograft, 
which, though they did not know it, was worth 
all the other truck put together. Next day I 
took a job on down at the docks, went aloft, and 
bein’ a bit shaky, I suppose, after the go in Fd 
had the night a-fore, I missed me footin’ and 
tumbled head over heels from the yard-arm to 
the deck below. And that’s wot brought me ’ere. 
Now you know why I says I could tell where 
your ’Ighness’ brother is.” 

“Is that the photograph to which you refer?” 
I inquired, pointing to the envelope he held in 
his hand. 

“Yes, sir,” he replied, “an^ ju»t you see if you 
can pick out your brother from among the 
party,” 

The doctor took the envelope from the man’s 
hand and passed it on to me. The photograph 
was a quarter-plate, mounted upon a piece of ex¬ 
tremely dirty cardboard. It represented five men, 
all of whom were dressed in white. Three were 
seated on the ladder leading to the after part of 
a steamship, the poop, I suppose, while the other 
two had placed themselves on either side of it 
Widi an eagerness that will be readily understood 
I scanned the various faces. Then my heart gave 
a leap, for the man standing on the left of the 
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rails was without a doubt my brother Max. He 
was Max in face, Max in figure, and Max in 
height. I had not the least doubt of it. Quite 
overcome by my emotion, I continued to stare at 
it until my eyes ached. Surely it was not possible 
that Nature could have been so cruel as to have 
formed two men so much alike. In a voice I 
scarcely recognised, I asked the man the name of 
the merchant’s agent. 

“ Mortimer, sir,” he replied. “ The names of the 
party are written on the back. The gent had put 
’em there afore he gave ’em to me.” 

I turned the card over, and there saw, corre¬ 
sponding with their respective positions in the 
photograph, the names of the sitters. The three 
seated on the steps were Messrs. Thompson, Elford, 
and Gallagher, respectively. He on the right, 
wearing the unlfornj cap, was Captain Ganesford, 
Commander of the Brasilian Monarchy while the 
other, the man whose identity I was so anxious 
to decide, was a Mr. Max Mortimer. 

** Thank God 1 ” I said earnestly to myself. ** I 
really believe it is Max.” Then turning to the 
man in the bed, I said, You have rendered me a 
service for which I can never be sufficiently grate* 
ful. There can be no doubt that the individual 
you speak of is my brother.” 

I am indeed glad to hear it,” said the doctor. 
"I fancied, from the beginning, that there must 
be something in his tale. Your Christmas Day 
has not been wasted after all.” 
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“ Wasted! *’ I answered. If this only leads 
to our finding him, it is likely to be the happiest 
day of my life. I never paid a hundred pounds 
away more willingly. May I keep this photo¬ 
graph? ” 

“ Keep it, sir, by all means,” said the man. 
“ You’re mighty welcome to it. Lord, it’s the first 
time in my life I’ve ever given a present to a 
Prince, or been worth a ’undred quid. A teetotal 
chap, as was preachin’ down Shadwell way once, 
said as ’ow, if I pursisted in the ways of sin and 
drink, I’d die in the work’ouse, without a halfpenny 
to bless myself with. I reckon I’ve proved him 
a liar, for, if it hadn’t been for the drink, 1 
wouldn’t a-fallen off that yard, and, if I hadn’t 
fallen off that yard, I wouldn’t have been ’ere now, 
and then, it’s as likely as not, that I shouldn’t a- 
got no ’undred quid.” ^ 

think we had better leave him now,” said 
the doctor. “The excitement can only have a 
. prejudicial effect upon his condition.” 

I accordingly rose to say farewell to the man, 

“Good-bye, your Royal ’Ighness,” he said, as I 
touched his hand, “and good luck to ye. When 
yer find your brother yer might tell ’im that it was 
old Tom Gulliver, of Shadwell, as laid yer on the 
scent of ’im.” 

1 promised him that 1 would, though I did not 
fancy Max would appreciate the circumstance as 
mttc^ as he appeared to do. 

Then, having wished him good-bye, I thanked the 
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nurse, and left the ward, the doctor accompanying 
me as far as the main entrance. There I thanked 
him for his kindness, and for the trouble he had 
taken. 

“Are you quite sure,” I said in conclusion, “that 
the man’s condition is so hopeless? Is there no 
chance of his recovering?” 

“ Not in the least,” he answered, shaking his 
head. “It is only a question of time with him. 
Indeed, seeing that, even if he lived, he would never 
be able to move again, it would be scarcely kind to 
hope that he might linger.” 

“Poor fellow,” I replied. “Of course I know 
that you are doing everything for him that can be 
done under the circumstances, but, if by any chance 
there should be a way in which I can help him, I 
hope you will at once communicate with me. He 
has rendered me a signal service, and I should like 
to make it easier for him, if there is any possible 
way of doing so.” 

“ I will bear the fact in mind,” said the doctor, 
“but at present I know of nothing you can do. 
The hundred pounds you gave him will seem like a 
small fortune to his widow, who, I am given to 
understand, is a very honest and hardworking 
woman. He will die the happier knowing that 
they are, in a measure, provided for.” 

With that I bade him farewell, and left the 
hospital Consulting my watch on the pavement 
outside, I discovered that, if I hurried, I could catch 
a train to Hampshire. Accordingly I set off along 
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the slippery pavement as fast as my legs could 
carry me. I was just in time, for I had scarcely 
reached the platform, and taken my seat, before the 
train moved out of the station. 

I must leave you to imagine how eager I was to 
reach home. As it turned out, however, there had 
been a heavy fall of snow on the line since I had 
passed over it that afternoon, and, in consequence, 
it was long after eleven o’clock before I reached 
my destination. 



CHAPTER XII 

L ate as it was when I reached Rendlehurst, I 
found my father, mother, and Ottilie sitting 
up for me, consumed with anxiety, as you may 
suppose, to hear the news I had brought. When I 
entered the drawing-room there was complete 
silence, that spoke for the strain upon their nerves. 
Each seemed, for the moment, to be too anxious to 
venture a question. They had hoped so many times 
for news, and on each occasion had been so 
grievously disappointed, that they scarcely dared 
to place too much reliance in any fresh clue. I 
crossed the room and took my mother’s hand. 

** Mother,” I said, “ thank God I have good news 
for you at last.” 

She uttered a little hysterical sob, and sank back ' 
into her chair pale to the lips. 

“ Tell us what you have discovered, Paul,” said 
my father, and even his voice trembled as he said 
it. 

Thereupon I sat down and gave them a complete 
summary of all that had happened that afternoon. 
In conclusion I produced the photograph the dying 
man had given me, and handed it to my mother for, 
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her inspection. It seemed as if she could not feast 
her eyes long enough upon it. 

Yes, it is undoubtedly he,” she began at last, 
when she had been gazing at it with tearful eyes 
for upwards of a minute. “It is my poor Maxi 
God be thanked for His mercy I " 

My father next examined it, after which he 
handed it to Ottilie, whose opinion coincided with 
ours. Indeed, there could be no possible doubt about 
the matter. Any one who had ever seen Max would 
have been sure to recognise him in the picture. 

It was indeed a happy party that retired to rest 
that night. At last it looked as if the lost one 
would be found, and the wandering sheep brought 
back to the fold. 

Tired though I should have been by my day’s 
travelling, I found, on retiring to bed, that I could 
not sleep. The excitement of my visit to London 
had proved too much for me, and each hour that 
struck saw me tumbling and tossing on my bed, 
wondering what the next step would be, and 
whether we should be able to secure Max before he 
cduld give us the slip once more. That I should 
apply for leave and go in search of him myself, I 
had quite settled in my own mind by the time day 
dawned. It was a task that could be entrusted to 
no one else, for who, save my father and mother, 
wotiid be likely to take such vital interest in it? 

As soon as it was light I rose, dressed, and went 
fora bri^ walk. There had been a sharp frost in 
the n^btf and, in consequence, the air was keen and 
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bracing. The snow was in excellent condition for 
walking, and, by the time I had put a couple of 
miles between myself and the house, the cobwebs 
of sleeplessness were quite blown away. When I 
joined the rest of the family at breakfast, I gathered 
from their faces that they, like myself, had not 
enjoyed a good night’s rest. My mother, in parti¬ 
cular, looked as if she had not slept at all. She 
came towards me, and took my hand with a gesture 
that was infinitely pathetic. There were tears in 
her eyes when she kissed me, and I could easily 
guess the thoughts that were in her mind. 

After breakfast, Ottilie and I were alone together 
in my mother’s boudoir. 

“ Paul,” she said, “ have you made up your mind 
what you will do ? ” ' 

“ Dear love,” I answered, “ I have almost decided, 
but whether T do it^ or not, must depend in a great 
measure upon yourself. If you will give me leave 
of absence, I propose starting at once for Brazil. 
To entrust the work to any one else might be to 
risk failure; and that would lose us Max, and per¬ 
haps kill the poor mother, who has so set her heart 
upon our being successful.” 

♦ think you are right, dear,” she said. “You 
must go at once. But you must also promise me to 
come back quickly. I cannot spare you for very 
long.” 

At that moment my mother entered the rooih) 
and we went forward together to meet her. 

“ Mother,” 1 said, “ Ottilie has been good eiiotigli 
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to give her consent to the arrangement, so I am 
going out to Brazil, as soon as possible, to find Max.’* 

** I thought she would do it,’’ she answered. " God 
grant you may be successful, dear.” 

“I will find him if any one can, you may be 
sure,” I replied. “ Provided he has not left Rio yet, 
which would be scarcely probable, seeing that he 
holds an assured position there, it should not be 
a very difficult matter to come across him. If all 
goes well, I shall be out there, have found him, and 
be on my way back to England with him, before 
you can have realized that I am gone.” 

By lunch time I had telegraphed to the agents of 
the mail steamers in Southampton, had booked my 
passage, chosen my cabin, and had only to pack my 
bag in order to be ready to start. It proved to be 
rather more of a scramble than I had expected, for 
the vessel was due to sail on the following day, and, 
in consequence, I had only twenty-four hours in 
which to obtain my leave, and to make the other 
necessary arrangements. As it turned out, how¬ 
ever, the period allotted me was quite sufficient for 
the purpose, and in due course I bade those at home 
good-bye, and by nightfall was on board ship and 
ia mid-Channel. Fortunately, there were no pas¬ 
sengers travelling by the boat with whom I was 
acquainted, or who even knew me by sight. This 
at least was something to be thankful for. To 
make assurance doubly sure, however, I had adopted 
anc^iher plan. Feeling certain that, if it became 
knoiPm that Prince Paul of Pannonia were visiting 
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Brazil, telegrams would be despatched to the news¬ 
papers of that country, and thus Max would be 
given sufficient warning to enable him to get out 
of my way, I had followed his example, and booked 
my passage in the name of Mortimer. As plain 
Mr. Mortimer, therefore, I was known on board. 

Of the voyage out nothing need be said. We 
touched at Lisbon and St. Vincent in due course, 
and, when that island lay behind us, settled ourselves 
down to while away the voyage across the Atlantic 
as pleasantly as we knew how. That no one had, 
so far, penetrated my secret I felt certain; yet I was 
soon to have one adventure that was to give me 
something to think about for some considerable 
time to come. 

I was walking on the promenade deck one day, 
after leaving Pernambuco, when the captain ac¬ 
costed me. ** 

“ Excuse me, Mr.' Mortimer,’* he said; “ but I 
have been going to ask you a question for a long 
while, but something or other has put it out of my 
head each time. I have been wondering whether 
you can be any relation of a Mr. Mortimer, with 
whom I am acquainted, in Brazil. In some respects 
y#u are not unlike each other.’* 

“ Do you mean the Mr. Mortimer who is managing 
clerk to Montezma & Co.?” I inquired. “He is 
about my height, holds himself very erect, and has 
dark eyes and black hair.*’ 

“Exactly,” said the skipper. “You have de¬ 
scribed him perfectly.” 
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“ He is my brother,” I answered. “ I am on my 
way out to visit him. Do I understand you to say 
that you know him? ” 

“ I know him very well indeed,” said my com¬ 
panion. “ I have met him on several occasions since 
I have been on this line. By the way, since you 
speak of him as Montezma’s managing clerk, it is 
evident that you are not aware that he is now a 
partner in the firm. I believe the old gentleman 
thinks no end of him.” 

He was quite right in what he said; I did not 
know it. I saw, however, that it would be neces¬ 
sary to account in some way for not having heard 
the intelligence. I accordingly explained this away 
by admitting that Max, as was perfectly true, was 
never a good correspondent. 

“ Oh, yes,” the captain went on, who was warm¬ 
ing to the subject; “ he has been a paitner for some 
months now. Indeed, when ^ was last in Rio, 
there was some talk of his becoming engaged to the 
youngest daughter of the house, a remarkably pretty 
girl.*' 

I must confess that this intelligence fairly stag¬ 
gered me. Was it possible that Max had fallen in 
love again? And if so, what effect would this new 
have upon my visit? I was greatly dis¬ 
tressed by the captain's news. It was cruel to 
ourselves to allow Max to remain away; but if he 
had learnt to love the girl, and was about to be 
npiarried to her, would it not be equally cruel to part 
them from each other? For parting it must be. 
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At last we reached Rio. It would be impossible 
for me to describe the varied emotions that filled 
my breast as we steamed through those wonderful 
straits into the harbour behind. Save for short 
excursions to Paris, I had not been out of England 
since we had taken up our abode in it, and, in con¬ 
sequence, this South American port was like a new 
world to me. The brightness, the variety of colour, 
the picturesque placing of the city, and the giant 
mountain Corcovado, rising behind it, made up a 
picture that I shall never forget as long as I live. 
As soon as it was possible for me to do so, I made 
my way ashore, and, chartering a cab, set off in 
search of Seflor Montezma’s office. The cab drivers 
in Brazil are like their brothers all the world over. 
They are excellent drivers, but their workmanship 
is occasionally leavened with a recklessness that is 
sufficient to bring your heart into your mouth half a 
dozen times in a hundred yards. It was so in my 
case. We had not proceeded more than that dis¬ 
tance before we as nearly as possible knocked down 
a pedestrian. Had I only known that that man wits 
Max, what a very different tale I should have to 
tell 1 But I did not recognise him, and, in conse^ 
quence, I drove on to Montezma’s office, quite on* 
conscious that I had warned him, and for all the 
good 1 could do now I might just as well be baick in 
England. At last I reached ^e office. In response 
to my inquiries I was informed that Seiior Mcati* 
mer was out at the moment, but that doubtless it 
would not be very long before he would reiurlu 
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While I was making my inquiries, Montezma him¬ 
self emerged from his private office. 

**Do I understand that you are inquiring for 
Sefior Mortimer ? ” he asked, rubbing his hands to¬ 
gether as he spoke, and bowing like an automaton. 
“ In that case, if you will honour me by stepping 
into my office, and taking a seat until he returns, 
you will place me under an obligation. Sefior 
Mortimer’s friends are mine.” 

With that he bowed once more, and spread his 
hands apart, presenting such a comical appearance 
that I could scarcely repress a smile. I accepted 
his invitation in the spirit in which it was offered, 
and, when I had seated myself, lit the cigar he 
pressed upon me. Sefior Montezma, I discovered, 
was a small, podgy man, with a round, bullet head, 
and a most happy and humorous cast of counte¬ 
nance. He had evidently settled it iniiis own mind 
that I was a new arrival in Rio, and I could also 
see that, for the same reason, his curiosity was ex¬ 
cited as to what my relationship with Mr.» Mortimer 
could be. 

“I’m afraid I’m inconveniencing you, Sefior,” I 
said, observing that he did not proceed with his 
work. “Perhaps my brother may be absent for 
some time. In that case it will be better for me to 
call later on.” 

“Your brother?” he cried, springing to his feet 
and running towards me. “^fior, why did you 
not say before that you were Sefior Mortimer’s 
brother? You overwhelm me I I wish you ten 



2 o 8 


^^LONG LIVE THE KING'* 


thousand welcomes to our city. No, no, you must 
not move; I could not let you stir. All I have is at 
your disposal.” 

He shook me effusively by the hand, while his 
face beamed all over. 

“ Your brother will be pleased beyond measure to 
see you,” he went on, still in the same impulsive 
fashion. “ That he knows nothing of your arrival, 

I pledge you my honour. It will come upon him as 
a surprise. He will be overcome with delight. He 
will be the happiest man in Brazil I ” 

I was not quite so sure of this. Nevertheless, I 
wished Max would return, in order that we might 
get the meeting over. However, time slipped by, 
and he did not put in an appearance. When our 
patience was well-nigh exhausted, a clerk was 
despatched to the office at which it was known that 
he had inteifded calling. Ten minutes later the 
lad returned with file information that Max had 
visited the office and had left it nearly an hour be¬ 
fore. Once more we sat down, and possessed our 
souls in such patience as we could command. Still 
the time went by and there was no sign of Max. 

*‘It is really very strange,” said Montezma at 
Ihst. I cannot understand it at all. As a rule he 
is punctuality itself. It is just possible he might 
have gone round to see his friend BrockfoTd, with 
whom he lives. If, Sefior, you will honour me by 
accompanying me, I will conduct you there.” 

Needless to say I accepted his offer only too 
willingly, and we accordingly set off togetto*^ • 
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any other time I should have enjoyed the bustle 
and variety of the streets, but this afternoon I was 
too nervous, too full of anxiety concerning Max, to 
have much attention to spare for anything else. 
When we reached Mr. Brockford’s office, we went 
in, to find the gentleman himself at home. 

“ No,” he said, in answer to our inquiries, I 
have not seen him since this morning. Unless he 
has business to transact with me, he seldom calls 
here until it is time for us to return to Paquetd. I 
trust nothing serious is the matter?” 

As he asked the question he looked at me with 
searching eyes. 

“ This gentleman is Seflor Mortimer^s brother,” 
Montezma observed with great importance. “He 
has arrived from England this afternoon.” 

“ His brother ? ” cried Brockford, with what was 
plainly an expression of alarm upon his face. “ You 
don’t mean to say that you are Prince Paul ? ” 

“ I am Prince Paul,” I answered. “ How do you 
come to be aware that my brother is the Crown 
I^rince ? ” 

“ It is sufficient that I am aware of it,” he replied 
gravely. “ I have known it for some time.” 

Gentlemen, gentlemen,” cried Montezma in 
alarm, “ what does this mean ? What is this I hear 
about Crown Princes ? ” 

“ It means, Seflor Montezma,” I answered 
earnestly, “ that your partner and ex-clerk is no 
less a person than the missing Crown Prince of 
Pannonia, whose absence had caused such unending 

o 
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sorrow to his family. It is to persuade him to re¬ 
turn to his friends that I am now in Rio.” 

The news seemed to stagger the old man. He 
could not take it in. 

“ A Crown Prince, a Crown Prince,” he repeated, 
as if he were trying to convince himself of the truth 
of my announcement. 

“ If you will forgive me for saying so, I am afraid 
your brother will not be best pleased to see you,” 
said Brockford, paying no attention to the other’s 
state of bewilderment. 

“ It was necessary for me to come,” I returned. 
” We have searched for him all the world over, but 
without success. His absence is breaking my 
mother’s heart.” 

“ Poor Max,” said Brockford with a sigh, more to 
himself than to me. 

Realizing that it would be of little use our 
remaining where were, we returned to 
Montezma’s office, Mr. Brockford accompanying 
us. We had been absent something like half an 
hour, and were hoping that we should find Max 
awaiting us. To our dismay, however, this did 
not prove to be the case. The clerks had seen 
nothing of him. Once more we sat down to wait 
The suspense, for me at least, was growing un¬ 
bearable. 

What can have become of him ? ” I cried at 
last. “ Do you think he has heard of my arrival) 
and is purposely keeping out of my way ? ” 

Brockford shook his head. 
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I should consider it very improbable,” he an¬ 
swered. “ He certainly had no idea of such a thing 
this morning, and, as I take it, you did not travel 
under your own name, he would scarcely have 
penetrated the mystery of your alias.” 

In the interval, clerks had been sent out in all 
directions, in the hope that one of them might find 
him. They invariably returned, however, with the 
same reply: he was not at the place where they had 
searched. It was nearly six o’clock before we were 
confirmed in our belief that there was something 
more in his absence than met the eye. Our minds, 
mine especially, were filled with the gloomiest 
forebodings. At last, just as Brockford was begin¬ 
ning to wonder whether Max could have been taken 
ill, and have chartered a boat and returned to the 
Island before his time, a small nigger made his 
appearance in the outer office^ He carried in his 
hand a letter, which was addressed to Sefior de 
Montezma. 

^‘It is from Sefior Mortimer himself,” he cried. 
“Now we shall know the reason of his strange 
behaviour.” 

With that he opened the envelope, and, spreading 
the letter out upon the table, began to read it. It 
was not a very long one; but, such as it was, it was 
sufficient to cause him not only great astonishment, 
but also a considerable amount of pain. Tears 
triced down his cheeks before he had finished, 
and when he laid it down it was with an audible 
sob. 
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“ My generous Friend and Benefactor (it began), 

How you will feel towards me, when I tell you 
that it is necessary I should leave Rio at once, per¬ 
haps never to return to it, I dare not think. A 
circumstance, so unexpected that I can scarcely 
realize it yet, renders it imperative that I should 
seek a hiding-place elsewhere, and without a 
moment’s delay. I can only ask you to believ6, if 
you do not know it already, that the secret which 
forces me to take this step is not one of which I 
need be in any way ashamed. Were it so I should 
never have been your friend. That I should have 
treated you like this, after all you have done for me, 
cuts me to the heart. Forgive me, if you can, and 
believe that while I live, I shall remain, 

“ Yours in all gratitude and respect, 

*' “ Maximilian Mortimer.” 

When he had finished reading a long silence fell 
upon us all. 



CHAPTER XIII 


T here was only one construction that could 
conscientiously be placed upon Max’s be¬ 
haviour. This was, that he had got wind of my 
arrival in Brazil. But how he had managed to do 
so—for, of course, I did not know then that he had 
recognised me as the occupant of the cab that had 
so nearly knocked him down—I could not imagine. 
No, I only knew that he was aware of my inten¬ 
tions, and was resolved that we should not come 
face to face. 

“I feared as much,” said Brockford gloomily. 
“But he cannot have succeeded in getting very far 
away in such a short space of time. The question 
is, where we are to look for him. Your Royal 
Highness would, of course, wish to accompany me 
on my search?” 

1 thanked him, and declared that I should be only 
too grateful, if he would allow me to do so. It was 
impossible that I could remain inactive at such a 
time. Under such circumstances I should ^have 
given way entirely. 

We accordingly bade Montezma good-bye, and set 
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off to the quay, where his launch was waiting for 
him, in order that we might interrelate Manuel, 
the engineer in charge. The latter, however, de¬ 
clared most emphatically that he had seen nothing 
of Sefior Mortimer since he had brought him 
across from the Island that morning. Nor did he 
believe that he had returned thither by any other 
means. Having satisfied ourselves on this point 
we returned to Brockford’s office, where, as we 
expected, we found a letter couched in similar terms 
to that received by Sefior Montezma. It had, 
however, one significant addition. In the postscript 
were these words, Should you see my brother, as 
you are almost certain to do, tell him that, dearly 
as I love him, I shall not let him find me if he 
tries for a hundred years. Tell him to return to 
England, to marry the woman of his heart, and 
henceforth tcr treat me as if I were dead.^* 

“ Would it be of an 5 ’' use our putting our case in 
the hands of the police?” I inquired. ‘*It would 
not be necessary for us to tell them who my brother 
is.” 

Brockford shook his head. 

“I am afraid they would not be of the least 
assistance to us,” he answered. “ No, if we are to 
find him at all, we must do it on our own initiative. 
One thing is quite certain: he would not be likely to 
remain in the city any longer than he could help. 
There would always be the risk of your discovering 
his whereabouts. Now, the question we have , to 
decide for ourselves is, where would he, and wbeie 
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could he, go at such short notice ? To decide that, 
we must find out whether he possessed sufficient 
money to take him very far. The manager of his 
bank and I are on excellent terms, and I feel sure, 
if we call upon him, he will give us all the informa¬ 
tion in his power.” 

“ Let us call on him, by all means," I answered; 
“ and with as little delay as possible.” 

We accordingly set off once more, and, in due 
course, reached the bank. Passing to the private 
door, Brockford inquired whether the manager was 
at home, and, if so, whether he would see us. The 
servant replied that he had just returned, and we 
were forthwith conducted to his presence. 

Having apologised for the intrusion, Brockford 
explained the reason of our visit. Max and the 
manager had always been great friends, and, in 
consequence, the latter was only too glad to do all 
that lay in his power to Help us in our search. 
Begging us to be seated for a few moments, he 
retired into the business portion of the house, to 
presently return with the information that Max 
had not visited the bank that day. 

“ I happen to be aware that he had only a small 
sum in his pocket this morning,” said Brockford. 
“I asked him for some change and he could not 
give it to me. If he has not called here, or drawn a 
cheque on you and cashed it elsewhere, which he 
wouldn^t be very likely to do, that settles the 
question of the money. Our next course is to find 
out ^hat vessels have left the port> or are leaving, 



2I6 


^^LONG LIVE THE KING^' 


this afternoon. After that we might draft an ad¬ 
vertisement to be inserted in the morning papers.” 
Then, turning to the banker again, he continued, 
” Perhaps, Mr. Doubleday, should he come here in 
the morning, you will be kind enough to detain him 
on some pretext or other, until you have sent a 
messenger round for me. If I can once get hold of 
him, I fancy I can persuade him not to give us the 
slip again.” 

The manager promised to do as we asked, and, 
when we had thanked him for his courtesy, we left 
the bank and once more returned to the harbour. 
After diligent inquiry there, we discovered that 
oaly two vessels had left the port that afternoon. 
One was bound for Bahia and the north; the other 
for Buenos Ayres and the south. The first was 
only a smalls trading boat; the other a tramp 
steamer of three thousand five hundred tons. The 
first, after inquiry, we dismissed from considera¬ 
tion. To the agents of the second we repaired in 
hot haste. It was just possible we had the key to 
the mystery in our hands. 

“No,” said the clerk, who waited upon us, in 
response to our inquiries, “ I am quite sure no fresh 
Sand was taken on board in Rio, and I am equally 
certain that she carried no passengers. 1 wias on 
board up to the last moment, and could not possibly 
be mistaken. When she left there was not a soul 
on board who did not arrive in her,” 

So minute and searching were our inquiries thUt 
it was well-nigh midnight before we had finished 
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them. We had travelled what seemed like hundreds 
of miles, and had interviewed several score of 
people, but in every case without success. As on 
the previous occasions. Max had disappeared with¬ 
out, apparently, leaving a clue of any sort behind 
to tell us of his whereabouts. 

Next morning we were early at work again. By 
mid-day we had visited all the principal hotels, and 
many of less repute, had made inquiries at the 
various labour offices, at the railway stations, had 
interrogated the police and harbour officials, but 
still without success. Plenty of people remembered 
having seen him on the previous afternoon, but 
none could recollect having done so later than four 
o’clock. Once during the day we received a fright 
that very nearly upset us altogether. We were 
snatching a hasty luncheon, when ^information 
reached us from the police authorities that the body 
of a man had been found inT;he harbour, and was 
now lying at the morgue awaiting identification. 

/‘It cannot be your brother,” cried Brockford, 
almost angrily. “ I will not believe it. He would 
be the last to do such a thing.” 

For my own part I did not know what to think. 
My nerves were so overstrung with worry and 
anxiety, that I could not help fearing the worst. 
Wearied almost to death, and yet craving work, if 
only to prevent ourselves from thinking, we set 
out for that dreary place. We need not have 
troubled ourselves, however; the dead man proved 
to he, a Spaniard wd a total stranger to us both. 
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When we reached the building, his wife was there 
weeping beside his body. 

All that afternoon we continued our inquiries, on 
the day following also, and so on, day after day, 
for upwards of a month. In Mr. Brockford’s com¬ 
pany I scoured the country in railway trains, on 
horseback, and on foot. But always with the same 
result. 

Feeling certain at last that he must have left 
Brazil, I bade Brockford and Montezma, both of 
whom were most assiduous in the help they 
rendered me, good-bye, and proceeded to Buenos 
Ayres. I could hear nothing of him, however, in 
the Argentine Republic. Thence, almost heart¬ 
broken, I caught the mail steamer and returned to 
England once more to confess mvself a failure. 



CHAPTER XIV 


H aving described to you the failure of my at¬ 
tempt to find Max in Rio, I will now continue 
the record of his adventures, as narrated by himself 
in his diary, from the moment that he caught sight 
of me in the cab en route for Seftor Montezma’s 
office. Scarcely conscious of what he was doing, he 
had gained the pavement once more, muttering, as 
he did so,—“Good heavens I Paul is searching for me. 
What am I to do ? ” A frantic desire to hasten after 
me and speak to me, so his diary confesses, took 
possession of him, but he put it away,{pom him. He 
knew that to do so would only be to re-open the old 
wound, and later on to dravThim back to the life he 
had made up his mind never to lead again. Conse¬ 
quently, he walked, even faster than before, in the 
opposite direction to which he had been proceeding 
when he caught sight of me. He scarcely knew 
what action to take. To return to Sefior Mont¬ 
ezma’s office was impossible; henceforth, life as 
partner in that firm was not to be thought of, 
while to continue to live with Brockford was equally 
out of the question. Both men would be aware of 
his secret in a few hours, and, in consequence, they 
would treat him, not only as a royal personage, but 
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also as one who had had his duty given him to do 
and, like a coward, had run away from it. No, there 
was nothing for it but for him to make them part of 
his old life, and, in abandoning it, to bid them fare¬ 
well also. But if he were going to give up his 
employment, what was he to do for a living? One 
thing was quite certain—he could not remain in Rio, 
and he could not starve. Then he remembered the 
offer Moreas had made him. If the latter had re¬ 
turned from Buenos Ayres, here was the chance he 
wanted. The thought was no sooner bom in his 
brain than he searched his pocket-book for the piece 
of notepaper on which the address was written, and, 
having found it, set off to find the house. As he 
soon discovered, it was at the further end of the city, 
a fact for which he was more than grateful, when 
he remembered that I should scarcely be likely*to 
venture so fat in search of him. At last, after half 
an hour’s walk, he reached the house. From the 
style Moreas had put on on board the steamer, he 
had expected to find a comfortable, if not a luxurious, 
residence. To his great surprise, however, tlie 
house was situated in a back street, was tall, narrow, 
and inexpressibly dirty. Every window of that 
dismal thoroughfare was occupied by male and 
female heads, craned out in true Rio fashion to 
scrutinize the passers-by. His reason for being in 
the street at all, his personal ai^)earance, ev^ tt^ 
very details of his walk were discussed. He paid no 
attention, however, but when he had located the 
house, entered it and made his way upstairs to the 
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seccmd floor. The further he penetrated into the 
mystery, the more difficult it became to understand. 
Why Moreas should have travelled first class on 
board the steamer, when at home he dwelt in such 
a pigstye, passed his comprehension. Having ascer¬ 
tained from a woman whom he met on the landing 
that he had selected the right door, he knocked. A 
voice within immediately bade him enter, and he 
did so, to find himself in a large room, scantily fur¬ 
nished, if indeed it could be said to have been 
furnished at all, and as dirty as the street outside. 
Moreas, in a state of deshabille^ was reclining on a 
cane settee beside the window, and, as usual, he had 
a cigar in his mouth. On seeing Max, he sprang to 
his feet. 

“Seftor Mortimer, by all that’s wonderful!” he 
cried, with an expression of the liveliest satisfaction 
upon his face. “ I was only thinking ^f you a few 
moments ago, and now you J:urn up like the genii in 
the children’s fairy stories. I hope your appearance 
means that you have been thinking over .what I said 
to you some weeks back, and that you are prepared 
to accept my offer ? ” 

“ It is for that purpose that I am here,” Max 
answered. “If we can come to a satisfactory 
arrangement together, I shall be glad to fall in with 
your plans.” 

“ My dear fellow,” the other cried enthusiastically, 
“lamquite sure we can agree on that and every 
other point. What is it you want to know ? ” 

“ Well, in the first instance, I want you to tell me 
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when you intend starting on this expedition ? ” asked 
Max. “ It is most imperative.” 

**The deuce it is!” returned Moreas, blowing 
rings of smoke into the air, and watching them as 
they floated upwards to the ceiling. “ What is the 
reason of it all—forgery, murder, or only petty 
larceny? I thought you had settled down to a 
respectable business career, and that you were 
determined to emulate the clinging propensities of 
the limpet ? ” 

“ My business career, as you call it, has suddenly 
come to a standstill,” said Max gloomily, without 
thinking or caring very much what construction 
the other might place upon his statement. “It is 
sufficient that I must not be seen in Rio for some 
time to come, if ever.” 

“ That is ^yhere the wind sits, is it ? ” retorted 
Moreas. “ Well, it’s no business of mine, of course; 
but, without wishing to be rude, I must say that I 
didn’t think you had it in you. Hadn’t you better 
make a clean breast of it to me, and see what I can 
do to help you? I’m rather resourceful in such 
matters.” 

“Good heavens! man,” Max cried, “you don’t 
surely suppose I’m wanting to keep out of the way 
because I’ve done anything wrong, do you ? If you 
should-” 

“ My dear fellow,” said Moreas, with a deprecatory 
wave of his hand, “ I don’t think anything of Qte 
kind. I never do. It only makes trouble. Ym 

have overrun the constable, I suppose^ and wj^pt to 

* * . 
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lie by until the pursuit has ended. Most of us do 
that at some time or other in our lives.” 

“ I’ve done nothing of the kind,” said Max with 
warmth. “ I don’t owe a halfpenny in the world. 
What’s more, I have a considerable sum of money 
lying to my credit at my bank. No, the sole reason 
I have for wanting to get away quickly is because 
to-day I saw somebody connected with my old life. 
He’s looking for me in Rio, and I want to make sure 
that he shall not find me.” 

“ That is very easily managed.” 

“ How am I to do it, then ? ” 

“ Stay here,” said Moreas. “ They will never 
think of looking for you in this quarter of the town. 
Until we leave, you will be as safe here as if you 
were in the centre of Africa. If it is known that 
you are under my protection, a regiment#of soldiers 
could not take you. You don’t surely suppose 
I haven’t good and sufificienr reasons for living in 
this hole ? Of course I have, and this is one of them. 
If you think you can make yourself comfortable 
here, you are welcome to stay. The old woman 
who looks after my wants is not a bad cook, there 
is plenty of liquor, and as good cigars as can be 
found in the southern hemisphere. What have you 
to say to my proposal ? ” 

“That I shall be only too glad to accept your 
offer,” Max replied. “The arrangement will suit 
me admirably. And now tell me something of the 
business in which you want my co-operation. You 
said, X think, that it was connected with diamonds.” 
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** It is very much connected with diamonds,” the 
other answered. “ I doubt whether there has ever 
been anything so vitally connected with those shiny 
little pebbles that we all prize so highly. Since we 
have plenty of time before us, I may as well tell you 
how I came to know anything about it. You are 
sure you don’t mind hearing the story ? Well, it 
was in this way. 

“Eight or nine months ago I happened to be 
travelling in the diamond country, and when I 
travel, let me tell you, I make it a rule to keep 
my eyes and ears open. The world, even in its 
desert places, is full of chances, and a clever man 
is he who can estimate their value, and understand 
how to make the most of them. Now it so happened 
that on this particular field there was a half-witted 
old lunatic who was everybody’s butt. He was an 
extraordinary individual in many ways, and was 
always spying about for diamonds and never finding 
them, in places where no sane man would dream erf 
looking for them. He had theories of his own, he 
used to say, though there was no evidence that those 
theories ever turned up trumps. Every now and 
then he would mouch off by himself into the wilds, 
•be away for a month or six weeks, and when he put 
in an appearance again, look as near starvation as 
a man could well do and still live But accordiug 
to his own tale he had never brought anything <rf 
value back with hiin. He had just returned frout 
one <rf these little expeditions when I tumbled across 
him. His friends in the mining camp were tmddi^ 
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great game of him. I should say they got more fun 
out of that poor old lunatic over that journey than 
they had ever had from him before. He took it 
well, however. 

*“You laugh at my diamonds/ he would cry, 
when they had gone a little too far with him; * well, 
never mind, Seilors, mark my words,' the time will 
come when I shall find more diamonds than all the 
rest of you put together.* Then he would take two or 
three old pebbles out of his pocket and fall to polish¬ 
ing them as if he expected to improve their value, 
I wouldn’t have lived that old boy’s life amongst 
those men for something. The practical jokes they 
played upon him would have raised the temper of a 
mummy. One day they set fire to his tent when 
he was asleep inside, with the result that he was 
nearly roasted alive. On another occasion they 
stretched a lariat between his tent dodr and his 
cooking place, so that, whext he went out in the 
dark to throw a log on, he tripped and fell head¬ 
long into the fire. They put gunpowder in his pipe, 
in order that, when he lit it, it might explode and 
blow his eye out. They stuck a bit of cactus under 
his saddle, and, when he got on to his old mare, 
she bucked him off and nearly broke his neck. They 
put tobacco juice in his liquor, and the result was 
far from being pretty. But somehow the old fellow 
never rose on them, or repaid them in kind. He 
only smiled softly to himself, and said he’d be even 
with them some day when he’d found his diamonds. 
One day, however, after they had played a more 

r 



226 


^^LONG LIVE THE KING'' 


than usually nasty trick on him, I watched his 
face when the silly sort of smile it generally wore 
had died away, and he thought they were not looking* 
I can tell you, Mortimer, it almost frightened me, 
it was so devilish. Thinks I to myself, ‘ My clever 
Seftors, you’ll drive our old friend a little too far 
before you’ve done, and then you’ll regret it.’ 
Somehow, I had got the notion in my head that 
there was more in the old boy than met the eye. 
He seemed to be sharp enough when there was no¬ 
body about. In consequence, I kept my weather 
eye upon him. As doubtless you know, some of 
those daft chaps have curious instincts, and, as I 
have said before, seem able to find things in places 
where men with better brains would never think 
of looking for them. I shouldn’t have been at all 
surprised to hear that the old chap had got a cache 
hidden away somewhere. Having come to this 
conclusion, I made up my mind as to the part I was 
going to play. I had plenty of time on my hands 
just then, and if there was anything worth learning 
from the old boy I was going to learn it. Accord¬ 
ingly the next time they thought of playing one of 
their monkey tricks upon him, I determined to be 
present. Presently rumours got abroad that they 
were preparing a new joke. It was to be a wonder, 
I was given to understand. Then I found out what 
it was, and I tell you it fairly made my blood boH. 
The first part of the programme I discov^ed wa^ 
to drug his liquor and to throw him into a deep 
sleep. That done, they intended to-but tbei^ 
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why should I worry you with an account of it all ? 
To sum it up in a few words the old man was to be 
brought to believe that he was dead, and not only 
dead, but buried. After that, the devil and his 
attendant imps were to put him through a variety 
of tortures that would have frightened the life out 
of a man whose wits were much stronger than 
that old imbecile’s. If they had been permitted to 
carry out their plan, I doubt very much if he would 
have recovered from the shock. However, they 
did not get the opportunity they wanted, so it does 
not much matter. ‘Here,’ thought I to myself, 
‘ is my chance. As soon as they get everything 
fixed up and are ready to begin their performance. 
I’ll step in and ring the curtain down.’ Things 
had been a little flat in the district for some time, 
and a bit of amusement of this sort vjas just to 
their liking. The remainder of the day was de¬ 
voted to anticipating the fun. A couple of hours 
before sundown, the old fellow looked in ^t the inn 
for his usual glass of cachaca. In due course the 
doctored spirit was handed to him. He seated him¬ 
self at the table in the centre of the room, and was 
about to put his lips to it, when I crossed and took 
possession of the glass. 

** ‘ Don’t touch that,’ I said, removing it to a safe 
distance. ‘ Some of your friends here have been 
playing a trick upon you. I’ll show you directly 
what is the matter with it.’ 

** On hearing this an ominous murmur rose in the 
room. The crowd were not going to be disappointed 
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of their fun by my interference. Presently the 
principal author of the joke, a Portuguese, and the 
bully of the neighbourhood, advanced and began to 
threaten me. The old man looked from one to the 
other of us, as if he did not know quite what to 
make of it all. He had had many practical jokes 
played upon him, but never before had a person 
come forward as his defender. The Portuguese by 
this time was looking as dangerous as possible. 

“ * Be careful, my friend,’ said I, as he flourished 
a pistol before my face, and talked of what he in¬ 
tended doing if I did not leave the room. * It is 
my will that this old man shall not drink the stuff 
you have poured out for him. Surely that is 
sufficient.’ 

“*It is not sufficient,’ he answered, his temper 
fairly getting the better of him. ‘ You have in¬ 
truded where you are not wanted, and I, for one, 
am not content to tolerate your behaviour.' 

“ * Of course that is for you to decide,’ I retorted, 
‘If you don’t like it, you can go outside. I don’t 
intend to budge.’ 

“ I could see that he was anxious for a row, and 
determined to give him a little lesson in the pro- 
•prieties. I had not been very popular for some 
time, and was glad of the opportunity to show them 
what I was able to accomplish if the occasbn 
should arise. Accordingly, I took my revolver 
from my pocket, and, bidding one of the bystanders 
toss a coin into the air, clipped it first shot 

“ * Now,’ I said, turning to the individual who, a 



^^LONG LIVE THE KING'' 


229 


moment before, had been so anxious to have my 
blood, * you have seen what I can do with this little 
instrument. I am even better when the target is a 
man. Perhaps you are still dissatisfied with my 
behaviour.* 

“ ‘ No, Seflor,* he replied. ‘ Allow me to say that 
I am more than satisfied.’ 

“ ‘ Very good,’ I answered. ‘ In that case you will 
oblige me by drinking with me.’ 

“Turning to the landlord, I ordered a glass of 
Agoadente de CattUy and when it had been supplied 
to me once more addressed my antagonist. 

“ ‘ I,et us clink glasses together,’ I said, holding 
mine out to him. 

“ ‘ But I have no glass,’ he replied, and thinking 
that I did not intend to provide it, was about to 
order some refreshment for himself. , 

“ ‘ One moment,’ I answered; ‘ there is a glass 
upon the table. Oblige^ mer by drinking what it 
contains.’ 

“This he absolutely refused to do, knowing, of 
course, that it was drugged. I was firm, however. 
He had had an opportunity of playing his game 
and had failed, and now I was going to try mine. 

“ * Pick it up,’ I said, ‘ and drink what it contains 
without further delay. If it is good enough for our 
friend here, it is surely good enough for you.’ 

“ Once more he refused to do as I ordered. 

“ ‘ I am sorry for that,’ 1 said. * It seems a pity 
you should be so anxious to quarrel with me. Let 
me say, once and for all, that you must either drink. 
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or show me your skill with that weapon in your 
belt. There is no middle course.' 

“ On hearing this his swarthy skin turned a sort of 
sickly green. The man was a coward right through. 
He did not want to fight after what he had seen of 
my skill with the revolver, and it was equally 
certain he had no desire to drink the mixture he 
had himself prepared. Eventually I gave him 
three minutes to decide, and, at the expiration of the 
time, had the happiness to persuade him to decide 
in favour of my proposal. 

‘“Your health, SefLor,’ I said, tossing off the 
contents of my own glass. ‘ Your health, and, if 
you will permit me to wish them to you, pleasant 
dreams.’ 

“ If he had had half an opportunity he would have 
upset the glass, but I was on the watch for that. 
My right hand was in my pocket; the same in 
which I had placed the^^ rjevolver, and from the ex¬ 
pression upon his face I gathered that he was aware 
of the fact. At last, seeing that there was nothing 
for it but to do as I desired, he lifted the glass and 
tossed off its contents. I assured myself that he 
had left no heel-tap, and then bade him be seated, 
1-eturning myself to the game of cards which the 
old man’s entry had interrupted. The strength of 
the drug must have been considerable, for we had 
not played more than a dozen hands before his head 
had fallen forward on the table, and he was fast 
asleep. I convinced myself that he was not sham¬ 
ming, and then turned to the old man. ^ > 
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“ ‘ You see, my venerable friend,’ I said, ‘ what 
your fate would have been had you drunk what 
was in that glass. For the future, were I in your 
place, I should bestow my patronage elsewhere. 
This inn is not safe for you. And now let me 
escort you to your dwelling. Our friends here are 
none too amiably disposed towards you, and it is 
just possible they might take their revenge as soon 
as my back was turned.’ With that we left the inn 
together and tramped along the track, till we 
reached the miserable hovel in which he lived. I 
have said miserable hovely but even that usually 
comprehensive term gives no description of the 
place. When I say that it was as about as rough a 
dwelling as I had seen in a tolerably long experience, 
and would have discredited a Digger Indian, we 
are somewhere nearer the mark. One portion of 
the palm-thatched roof had fallen in, and the re¬ 
mainder looked as if it mjght follow its example at 
any moment. During^^r walk the old fellow had 
scarcely spoken. Now he became somewhat more 
communicative. 

“‘lamobliged to you, Seflor, for what you have 
done for me,’ he began. ‘ They hate me over there 
because they think I know more about diamonds 
than they do.’ He was silent again for a few 
moments. ‘ And it’s quite true,’ he added solemnly 
to himself. 

“ At the time I regarded this as only another proof 
of the old boy’s idiocy. I had often seen him polish¬ 
ing his pebbles, and, like every one else, had come 
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to the conclusion that he believed them to be 
diamonds. Now, however, I have the very best of 
reasons for knowing that it was only another proof 
of his cleverness. It suited him to pose as a softy, 
and the pebbles were only a means he had adopted 
for putting us off the scent. 

“ ‘ When you come to think of it, it was rather a 
good thing for you that I visited the hospederia 
to-night,’ I said, when I had seated myself on a 
log that did duty for a chair, and had lit a cigar. 
For you see I wanted him to understand plainly 
that I had rendered him a service, and also that 
I expected him to be grateful for the same. ^ If I 
hadn’t been at hand, they’d have played a nice game* 
on you.’ I thereupon furnished him with a brief 
outline of the intended amusement. 

As I pi;oceeded I noticed the same look on his 
face that I had observed on a previous occasion. 
Had the jokers seen it,'^lL fancy they would have 
treated him with more r&pect than they had 
hitherto done. 

“ * It was certainly good for me that you were 
there,’ he replied, ‘ and I am very grateful to you, 
Seflor, for the service you have rendered me.’ 

After that he went to a corner of his hut and, 
having fumbled about for some time, produced a 
small leather bag. Taking his place once more on 
the log beside me, he unlaced the bag, and tilted 
half a dozen medium-sized stones into the palm of 
his hand. If the others he carried about with hiifti 
and of which he appeared to be proud, were only ^ 
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glittering pebbles, these were undoubtedly dia¬ 
monds. Possibly they were not as valuable as he 
supposed, but, at any rate, they were worth quite 
enough to show me that what I had suspected was 
correct, namely, that his supposed ignorance was 
only a blind to cover his real cleverness. * If the 
Seflor will honour me by accepting one of these 
stones, he will add to the debt I already owe him,’ 
he observed with a certain quiet dignity. ‘ It may 
remind him, in days to come, of his kindness to an 
old man who had no sort of claim upon him.’ 

‘‘ But I was not to be caught napping. The old 
fellow wanted me to believe that these few stones 
vere the collection of a lifetime, stored as a pro- 
ision against a rainy day. I knew better, how- 
ver. My common sense told me that he wouldn’t 
have been so ready to give them away ii* they had 
been the sole result of so much misery and toil. I 
accordingly declined hLs^^g'enerous offer, taking a 
high hand, and stating that I had no desire to be 
paid for doing what was, after all, only a friendly 
altt. The old fellow pretended to be hurt by my 
decision, and stowed the diamonds away once more 
in their hiding-place. Well, to make a long story 
short, I kept in close touch with him for the next 
fortnight. The practical jokers in the neighbour¬ 
hood had had a lesson, and, seeing that I had con¬ 
stituted myself his protector, they left him severely 
alone. Presently I saw that he was contemplating 
some important step. A couple of fresh mules had 
made their appearance in his corral^ and there were 
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evident signs in the hut itself that he intended 
clearing out. I wondered what this could mean, 
and, since he had said nothing to me on the subject, 
I resolved to watch him the more closely. Know¬ 
ing what I did, and guessing the rest, I had no 
intention of allowing him to give me the slip. For 
several days I watched him in this fashion. Then 
I noticed that his visits to the village became less 
and less frequent, and, when he did put in an ap¬ 
pearance there, he invariably talked in such a way 
as to lead people to suppose that he had quite 
settled down in the neighbourhood, and had not 
the least intention of removing elsewhere for many 
a long day to come. Being aware of his character, 
this in itself was sufficient to put me on my guard. 

“ A night or two later, and fortunately when I 
was spending the evening with him, the climax 
came. The old fellow had, or pretended to have, 
taken a great fancy to^jie, and more than once he 
reiterated his desire that * I should accept the 
diamond he had first offered to me. I steadfastly 
refused to do so, however, and could see that my 
decision increased his good opinion of me. On this 
occasion it was nearly ten o’clock before I left the 
Ivit. It was a beautiful moonlight night, and so 
still that you could have heard a leaf drop a hun¬ 
dred yards away. It was his own proposal tlmt 
he should walk a portion of the way with me. We 
therefore set out, and had proceeded about half the 
distance, when a stone glittering in the moonlight 
in front of us attracted his attention. He h ^4 
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been a step or two behind me until that moment, 
and was about to run forward to pick it up, when 
there was a loud report of a rifle in the bushes close 
beside us, and a second later he uttered a cry 
and fell into my arms. You may imagine how it 
took me by surprise. Only a moment before all 
had been peace; now the man who had then been 
walking so merrily along lay in my arms, to all 
intents and purposes a corpse. Though I could 
hear the sound of some one running for his life 
through the woods, I did not go after him, but 
remained standing on the track, supporting the 
wounded man. That the shot was intended for 
myself, and that it was fired by one of my numer¬ 
ous enemies in the village, I had not the least 
doubt. I determined to avenge it later on. For 
the present it was necessary that I sjjiould carry 
the old fellow back to his hut. Bending over him, 
1 asked him how he fejf^ but he did not answer. 
Then, carrying him best I could, I retraced my 
steps as quickly as possible. When I reached the 
hut I laid him upon his bed, and, by the light of a 
miserable lamp, consisting of a wick stuck in a tin 
of stinking fat, endeavoured to discover the nature 
and extent of his wound. The bullet, it appeared, 
had penetrated his right breast, and, from such 
knowledge of gun wounds as 1 possessed, it was 
evident to me that it was a fatal one. He was 
breathing heavily and with a considerable amount 
of dififlculty, and must have realized that it was all 
up with him, for when he spoke, he said as much. 
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“ * Lay me down on the bed/ he said. ‘ They’ve 
got me this time, the cowardly dogs I If only I had 
been able to get away from here safe and sound, 
they’d have treated me a bit different when they 
next met me. In three months’ time, if all had 
gone well, I should have been one of the richest 
men in the world. But I suppose it wasn’t to be, 
so what’s the use of grumbling ? ’ 

“After this philosophical expression of his feelings 
he was silent for a while. Once more I wiped the 
blood from his lips, and once more he spoke. 

“ ‘ Senor Moreas,’ he said, ‘ you’re the only 
friend I’ve had these many years past. You 
wouldn’t take what I offered you here, but I can 
give you some information now that will make it 
up to you a dozen times over. You may think I 
am not qujte right in my head, but, right or not 
right, I know of the whereabouts of a place in this 
country where the finest'<i^onds in all Brazil are 
to be found. There is not Mother like it in South 
America.’ 

“ From what he told me I gathered'''that he had 
learnt about the place from an old Indian woman, 
for whom he had in his turn done a kindness, 
Tiyice he had made attempts to reach the place, 
but on each occasion he had been unsuccessful. 
That it existed, however, he was quite convinced. 
With his dying breath he gave me full particulars,^ 
informing me in what direction I was to proceed, 
and how I should recognise the place when I did- 
come upon it. Then, having told me where to 
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several small bags of stones in the hut, and which, 
I might add, I afterwards sold for upwards of two 
thousand pounds in English money, he breathed 
his last in my arms. As soon as I was sure that he 
was dead, I made a final examination of the hut, 
took what I thought would be of service to me, and 
then returned to the village. 

As I have already said, I was quite certain in 
my own mind that the shot that had laid him low 
was intended for myself, and, what was more, I 
could guess who it was that had fired it. Next 
morning I accordingly went in search of my man, 
and found him at the inn. It was plain that he 
thought he had killed me, and not the old man, for 
his face was a picture when I came into the room. 
However, he did his best to carry it off with a high 
hand, but 1 was prepared for this, and ,taxed him 
outright with his treachery. As a result, I had 
him out at thirty paces and put a bullet through 
his brain, just to sav^r^the hangman trouble later 
on. This brought his friends fawning at my feet, 
aSad, upon mjp suggesting that we should give the 
old man a fitting funeral, they willingly agreed to 
give their services. We buried him at the back of 
his hut, set fire to the latter, and it was only when 
I had seen it reduced to ashes that I felt free to 
leave the neighbourhood. A fortnight later I was 
on my way to Europe, and when I met you on 
boeurd the Diamintina^ 1 had found a market for 
the stones the old fellow had given me. They 
proved to be more valuable than 1 had supposed, 
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and when I was convinced of this, I was anxious, 
as you may believe, not to let the grass grow under 
my feet before I set out in search of the more im¬ 
portant place of which he had spoken to me. 
Circumstances, however, combined to prevent my 
doing so at once. A year went by, and still the 
opportunity did not arrive. If the truth must be 
told, the money I had brought from England I had 
lost at cards, and until I could find more, I knew it 
was impossible for me to embark upon such a costly 
expedition. What was more, I discovered that I 
was being shadowed by three men who were, to 
all intents and purposes, participators in my secret. 
How they obtained their knowledge, unless they 
had got it from the old man some time before, 
when he was drunk and talkative, I cannot say; 
but that thpy knew I had it, and that they did not 
intend to let me escape with it, soon became pain¬ 
fully apparent. Wherev^I went those three men 
followed me, until at last tfifck leader, an English¬ 
man, came boldly up and placed a proposal before 
me. If I were prepared to allow them to partici¬ 
pate to a certain extent, they were willing to find a 
proportion of the necessary money; they would also 
accompany me, and do their best to find the 
place in question. If I would not consent, then 
they would not allow me to go without them. I 
argued, threatened, and even attempted to 
them off, but it was of no use. They stuck to their 
point like bulldogs. Either they must be permitted 
to go with me, or I should not go at all. At last| 
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seeing that I could do nothing else, I was perforce 
compelled to agree to their terms. I had*, however, 
one card still left to play. I had on important 
business, which necessitated my proceeding to 
Buenos Ayres without delay. If I found on arrival 
there that I had given them the slip, it was my 
intention to make my way over the Andes into 
Chili, and thence up the coast to Peru, afterwards 
cutting across into Brazil again, and so on to the 
place I was so anxious to explore. It was on the 
day that I resolved upon this plan that I nlet you 
and proposed that you should accompany me. You 
declined, and perhaps it was well that you did, for 
I had to return post-haste myself. The gang, by 
some means known only to themselves, had become 
aware of my intentions, and they followed me. 
Accordingly, I transacted my business in the 
Argentine, and returned to Rio with as much 
haste as possible.” 

“And what do yo^^intend doing now?” Max 
inquired. 

To-night jw^e are going to meet here, and make 
the final arrangements; after that we shall start 
away on our journey.” 

“And what part am I to play in the performance?” 

“ThaPs exactly what we have to arrange,” 
Moreas replied. “As I have already told you, 
these fellows are none too well disposed towards 
myself. If it should come to fighting, as it may 
very well do, they could act as they please with 
me. I should be powerless to resist them. My 
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idea, therefore, is to get hold of some good man, 
and import him into the business, not as a friend 
of my own, but in the capacity of another enemy. 
To all appearances he would be hand-in-glove 
with them, but in reality he would be my ally, ready 
to step up and turn the tables, should they make 
themselves objectionable. Do you understand? ** 

Max replied that he understood perfectly well, 
but he was not quite certain that he altogether 
liked the idea. He was certainly not going to act 
in the capacity of a spy, either for Moreas or for 
any one else. He said as much to the other, 
who laughed the matter off. 

“ My dear fellow, I don’t want you to be a spy 
at all,” he said ? “ What on earth put that notion 
into your head. I should be the last to suggest 
such a thing. No, all I want you to do is to 
prevent them from playing me false. If you come 
with me as my friend, they’ll turn you out again. 
Don’t you see? They’re iq^uch too sharp to let 
me employ a bodyguard to act against themselves. 
All you will have to do will be to ^nd between 
us in the capacity of an umpire, and see that 
there is fair play on both sides. Now what have 
you to say ? ” 

‘♦Under those circumstances I have no objection 
to acting as you propose. 

“Very good; that settles it. Now we’d better 
arrange one or two other little matters while we’re 
about it, and then postpone the remainder ttBtil> 
they arrive.” 
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It was not until nearly nine o’clock that evening 
that the three men, whom Moreas had-informed 
Max were so determined to share the chances of 
the expedition with him, put in an appearance. 
It was part of the plan, that Max and he had 
arranged together, that the former should not be 
in the room when they arrived. He was to drop 
in half an hour or so later, as if by chance, and 
then to appear annoyed at finding them there. 
When he did so, Moreas greeted him with well- 
simulated surprise. The others stared at the 
intruder, as if they scarcely knew what to make 
of him, and then at Moreas, as if they were suspic¬ 
ious of his action in the matter. On his part 
Max studied them with equal interest. The taller 
of the trio was an Englishman, possibly thirty- 
five years of age, who boastey a fcank and 
extremely pleasing countenance. His name was 
Bertram, and, as Max discovered later, he had 
occupied a good positi&n in the world, from which 
he had fallen, more by his own folly tjian on 
account of any material wrong-doing. The other 
two were unmistakably Spaniards. The name of 
one was Diego Pereira, that of the other Antonio 
Rodriguez. Neither of them were particularly 
pleasant-looking fellows, and Max wondered as 
he looked at them what it was that had made the 
Englishman associate with them. 

At the moment Max entered, the two Spaniards 
were talking vociferously. From what he could 
catdi of their conversation it appeared that they 

Q 
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were extremely dissatisfied with something Moreas 
had done, and desired to make trouble out of it 
if only such a thing were possible. Their griev¬ 
ance eventually proved to be his own importation 
into the affair, of which Moreas had been telling 
them. 

“But what can Ido?” the latter asked snap¬ 
pishly. “He swears that he will come with us, 
and how am I to prevent him? Besides, as I 
shall have to divide my portion with him, for I 
don’t suppose either of you will consent to fore¬ 
going any portion of your shares, I don’t see that 
you have a right to complain. It is I who am 
the sufferer, not you.” 

“As it appears that I am the subject of your 
conversation,” said Max coolly, seating himself 
on the table and lighting a cigar as he spoke, 
“ perhaps I may be permitted to say a word. Let 
me inform you, therefore, once and for all, that 
it is not a bit of use Moreas or anybody dse 
trying to keep me out of the business. I know 
all the ins and outs of it, and, I tcl^ you plainly, 
our friend here doesn’t leave Rio without me. 
You can buy me off if you’re willing to pay my 
^rice, but, I give you fair warning, it will be a 
stiff one. Otherwise, I go. Take your choice.” 

“ What did I tell you ? ” said Moreas angrily 
to the others. “ 1 wish to goodness you were all 
at the bottom of the sea.” 

“That is very likely,” returned Max. '*But 
as we’re not, you’ve got to give yourself the plea- 
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sure of our society. Has any one else any 
objection to raise ? ” 

He looked round at the assembled company. 
His coolness had evidently impressed them. 

“If you are determined to go, and Moreas is 
willing to share with you, I don’t know that 
anything more need be said,” observed the English¬ 
man. “ Personally, I think it’s a pity to bring a 
fifth person in; but, as he says, it is his affair, 
not ours. I’ll give you one piece of advice, how¬ 
ever, if you are coming: don’t try to play any 
tricks with us.” 

“Or with me,” put in Moreas sulkily. “If you 
do, you’ll find yourself in the wrong box. By the 
time I’ve paid all of you your shares there will 
be nothing left for myself. I only hope nothing 
will go wrong.” 

“It had better not,” answered Max. “At least, 
so far as you are concerned. You know me, I 
think, and I know y-^ti.” 

Moreas inst^tively thought of the game of 
cards they hfSfplayed together on the Diamintina^ 
and of the pistol practice that had followed it. 
Was Max’s speech only a part of the game of 
bluff they were both playing, or was it really 
intended as a warning to himself ? A look of real 
ap{»^ehension flashed across his face. The English¬ 
man observed it, and, if he had entertained 
spspicions before as to their complicity in the 
afiair, this effectually dispersed them. They there- 
updu proceeded to make the final arrangements 
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for the journey. A rendezvous was agreed upon 
for the following morning, and, this done, Max 
rose to take his leave. 

** Adeos, Seflors,’* he said, bowing to them with 
graceful insolence. “ I have the honour to bid 
you farewell until to-morrow.’^ 

Then he left the room and went downstairs. 
But he did not leave the neighbourhood. Accord¬ 
ing to the plan they had arranged, he took up 
his position in a dark corner of the street until 
he had seen the others depart. Then he returned 
to the house and rejoined Moreas. 

“You played your part extremely well,” said 
the latter patronizingly. “It’s a long time since 
I witnessed a prettier bit of acting than when 
you told me I had better see that nothing went 
wrong while we were away.” 

“Don’t be too sure it was all acting,” replied 
Max quietly. “You have brought me into it to 
look after your interests; btit I fancy you’ll agree 
with me that a man’s first duty, in affairs like 
this at any rate, is to look after lfi» -own.” 

Moreas tried to laugh unconcernedly, but the 
result was a comparative failure. 

♦ “ I’ll give you a toast,” he said, drawing a couple 
of glasses towards him and pouring out some 
champagne as he spoke. “Let us drink success 
to ‘The Moreas Diamond Exploration Company.’” 

“With pleasure,” said Max. Then holding his 
glass aloft, he repeated the words the other had 
spoken, “Success to the Moreas Diamond Ex^* 
ploration Company,”. 



CHAPTER XV 

T O attempt a detailed description of Max’s 
wanderings for the next few months would, 
even with the help of his diary, prove, I fear, a 
task altogether beyond my abilities. On the morn¬ 
ing following the interview I have just described 
as taking place at Moreas’ house, they embarked 
upon the train at a wayside station, a few miles 
out of Rio, and remained in it until they had 
proceeded as far as it was possible for the line to 
take them. Having reached the end of the con¬ 
struction, they alighted at a miserable village, 
consisting of some twenty or thirty houses of the 
typical Brazilian type, and collected their impedi¬ 
menta. Sucjv^ores and equipments as they in- 
t^ded caffying with them had already arrived, 
as also had the mules which had been purchased 
for the journey. Moreas, by virtue of being 
the only person who knew the secret, was duly 
installed as leader; and seeing that the day was 
too far advanced for them to make a start, he 
decided in favour of remaining in the village that 
i^ght, and proceeding as soon as it was light next 
morning. It was, perhaps, as well that they came 
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to this decision, for a terrific thunderstorm raged 
in the district that night, terminating in torrents 
of rain, which would have given them a watery 
welcome to camp life, had they been out in it. 
Being anxious to obtain as much information as 
possible concerning the track they were to follow 
for the next hundred miles, Moreas invited certain 
of the leading inhabitants to sup with them that 
night. Later on, in honour of the estrangeirosm, 
there was dancing and much drinking of cachaca. 
So much, indeed, that by ten o’clock a regular 
orgie had set in, with what promised to be dis¬ 
astrous results to some members of the party. 
By midnight Moreas was decidedly intoxicated, 
while the two Spaniards were incapable of even 
sitting upright, so were stretched at full length 
upon thejioor. Disgusted beyond measure with 
what he saw, Max left the room and passed into 
the verandah. There he found the Englishman, 
Bertram, smoking a cigar at ^he further end. He 
had taken a decided liking to the man, and cherished 
a belief that the feeling was recipr'^bkted. 

‘*So you have had enough of it, too,^' said the 
latter as Max approached. “ I couldn’t stand any 
more of it, so I came out here.” 

^ “ My case is very similar,” answered Max. “ It’$ 
a good thing this sort of thing is not likely to 
occur very often.” 

“ I agree with you,” returned the other. “ Moreas 
and the Spaniards are very well when they are 
sober, but when they are drunk they are altogether 
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impossible. Forgive my asking the question, but 
have you known Moreas very long?” , 

“ A matter of two years,” Max replied. “ I met 
him first on the steamer that brought me out from 
England.” 

“Ahl I was right then,” said Bertram, in a 
somewhat kindlier tone than he had yet spoken. 

I felt certain that you were an Englishman when 
I saw you yesterday; and yet, do you know, if 
you don’t mind my saying so, you don’t altogether 
look like one.” 

“I’m not,” said Max. “By birth I am a Pan- 
nonian, but I have lived in England since I was 
quite a youngster. You, of course, are English. 
There can be no sort of doubt about that.” 

“ Am I so dreadfully insular, then ? ” the other 
inquired with a laugh. “ I thought the^ knocking 
about the world I have had would have rubbed the 
edges off. Yes, I am an Englishman, I suppose, if 
ever there was one. I hail from Gainsthorpe, in 
Yorkshire. Do vou^happen to know the^ place ? ” 

“I shoul^.*imik so,” said Max, with sudden 
ariimatiolC** I’ve stayed there often. A man in 
my regiment had a place in that neighbourhood, 
and I used to go to him for the shooting. It is a 
pretty little spot. You get some very fair hunting 
on that side.” 

“ You do, indeed,” the other replied enthusias¬ 
tically. “ And, by Jove, if you’ve hunted there 
at all you must know the Swiffon Brook. It’s one 
of our landmarks.” 
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** I should think I did know it/’ said Max, as the 
memory of a certain swift-flowing stream, with 
steep banks, rose before his mind’s eye. “Seeing 
that I have been into it head first, it’s likely I 
should. You remember the pollarded willows by 
the bridge, of course?” 

“Don’t I?” continued the other. “I took the 
biggest trout I ever caught in my life from the 
stream at the end of the clump. I was only 
thirteen, and my father gave me a sovereign for 
the way I landed him.” 

“Well, it was just there I went in. What a 
purler it was, to be sure! I thought my horse’s 
back was broken, and my own too. It’s not al¬ 
together a good take-off on the bank at that point,” 

“It’s much better further up stream,” said the 
other. “It’s better all round; but it requires a 
rattling good nag to get you over the SwifiFon, 
wherever you take him; at least, so I’ve always 
found.” 

After that they were both'"silent. The simple 
fact that they both happened to be ^teqqainted with 
the same obscure village struck them as a mar¬ 
vellous coincidence; after a time, however, it be¬ 
came a bond that bound them very closely together. 
I^rom that moment life did not seem so dreary, 
since they had both been over their horses’ hea^ 
into the same Yorkshire brook. It is wonderful 
what small circumstances will draw two men 
together in a far country, when England is only 
a memory, and the past is in turn a paradise aM 
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a hell. Later on, for some reason not altogether 
explainable, they left England, and talked of Brazil 
and life in South America generally. Of the subject 
upon which they were for the time being engaged 
they said nothing. They did not know each other 
particularly well yet, and both felt it would be 
safer to leave it alone. The thunder by this 
time was growling in the distance like the sound 
of heavy cannonading, while the noise in the room 
they had left was every moment growing greater. 
Presently Moreas staggered into the verandah, 
stared wildly about him for a few seconds, as if 
he were looking for some one, and then reeled 
towards them. 

“Come, come, Seflors,*’ he said with a hiccup, 
“I don’t call this sociable at all. Here we are 
enjoying ourselves in the room yonder.^ and you 
keep away from us as if you don’t desire our 
company. It isn’t the sort of thing to make us 
frielidly. Come along, now, let us be sociable 
together while '^e fiave the chance. You ought 
to know a^w^l as I do that there’s nothing to 
drink btlfwater out in the desert.” 

He seized Max by the arm, and attempted to lead 
him in the direction of the door, but the other 
shook him off. 

“ You must excuse me,” he said. “ I don’t feel 
up to it to-night. Besides, if the noise you are 
making is any criterion, you are getting along 
well enough without us.” 

The other’s mood had changed by this time. He 
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turned and faced them, supporting himself by the 
verandah rails. 

“ I suppose you don’t want to offend me on the 
first evening of this mem—mem— {hie) memorable 
journey ? ” he said. 

“ I have not the least desire to offend you," Max 
retorted. “ Nothing is further from my thoughts. 
Nevertheless, I am not coming in. It is useless 
for you to ask me." 

Moreas thereupon transferred his attentions to 
Bertram, who proved equally intractable. 

" Very well," he said at last, when he had tried 
to arrive at a proper understanding of the position; 
" if you won’t come I suppose you won’t, so I’ll 
go myself, and leave you to conspire against me 
in peace." 

With th^t he took himself off, and the two men 
were left to construe his last speech according to 
their inclinations. 

" That is a cur who will require some watching," 
said Bertram, when they were a^ne once more 
together. "As I happen to knowJSiq^an make 
himself extremely nasty when he likes.Thank 
goodness, however, I’m up to most of his tricks." 

^ax offered no reply to this speech. Angry as 
he was with Moreas, he felt that he himself was 
in an invidious position. To all intents and pur¬ 
poses he was the other’s servant, and an innate 
feeling of loyalty, to however unworthy a master, 
kept him silent. They had been discussing the 
prospective future of Brazil before Moreas* arrivaL 
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They returned to it now, but, after the interruption, 
their conversation became disjointed and fragment¬ 
ary in the extreme. Moreover, it did not last very 
long. 

“ If we are to be up as early to-morrow morning 
as we arranged, had we not better begin to think 
about bed?” said Max at last. 

“Perhaps we had. But I am rather afraid the 
others will not be in a condition after their carouse 
to-night to travel as soon as we imagine. How¬ 
ever, if you are tired, by all means let us turn in.” 

They walked towards the door. Suddenly Ber¬ 
tram stopped, and, with a little hesitation, addressed 
his companion once more. 

“I want to ask you,” he said, “whether you 
have any objection to telling me the name of your 
friend; I mean the man who was in your^regiment, 
and who lived at Gainsthorpe. It’s just possible 
I might know him.” 

“ His name was Beverley,” Max replied, without 
thinking of the .Qroutle to which his answ.er might 
possibly gijp f ise. 

Do fCuinean Dick Beverley, the cross-country 
man?” said Bertram, after a momentary pause. 
“ The chap who rode ‘ Doughty Lad ’ in the Grand 
Military ? ” 

The same,” said Max. “ Do you know him ? ” 

“ I ought to,” the other replied, and then, after 
another display of hesitation, added, “Dick Bever¬ 
ley is my brother, Bertram is only my assumed 
naine.“ 
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Max uttered an exclamation, that was partly 
one of surprise and partly one of pain. “Good 
heavens I can it be possible that you are Beverley’s 
brother ? ” he cried. “ I can scarcely credit it” 

“It’s more than possible, however, it’s a cer¬ 
tainty,” returned his companion. “ And now, d’you 
know, I fancy I can tell who you are. Your face 
has been haunting me ever since I first saw it. I 
knew I had seen it somewhere. You don’t re¬ 
member me, because I never saw you at the old 
place, but, the year after I cleared out of England, 
Dick sent me a photograph of himself, taken with a 
group of his brother officers. You and he were 
standing side by side, I remember. If you don’t 
mind my saying so, you are the man who has been 
missing for so long, and about whom there has been 
so much tJ\Jk—the Crown Prince of Pannonia.” 

“ Hush, hush I ” cried Max, as if he were afraid 
some one might overhear the other’s words. “ For 
heaven’s sake don’t talk so loud. If Moreas were 
to hear you, I should never have peace again. 
You see, I don’t deny the truth of y»u|;words. I 
suppose it would be no use. What a stran^b world 
it is, to be sure! My only reason for coming on this 
journey was because I was afraid of being recog¬ 
nised in Rio. Now it appears that it is destined for 
one of the men I am travelling with to find me out. 
What a fool I was ever to talk to you about York¬ 
shire!” 

“ It was I who started it,” said the other apolo¬ 
getically, as if he were anxious to bear his proper 
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share of the blame. “ I’m sorry I asked you such 
questions, since it has caused you pain. I’m not 
much of a fellow, and I suppose there are a good 
many people who wouldn’t trust me as far as they 
can see me; all the same, if you like, I will give 
you my word that your secret shall never pass my 
lips. I’ll do that for the sake of poor old Dick, 
whose friend and comrade you once were.” 

“ I thank you from the bottom of my heart,” said 
Max. “Since my reasons were of sufficient im¬ 
portance to induce me to leave home, and give up 
everything that a man ought to hold dear, it may 
be supposed I am not anxious that other people 
should recognise me and drive me further afield 
again. If you will keep my secret, you will lay me 
under an everlasting obligation.” 

“Your secret is safe with me,” answered Bertram 
solemnly. “ I will pledge you my word on it, if 
you like.” 

“ ni believe you^ithout that,” said Max. “ Let 
us shake hands ^pon it.” 

They arcordingly did so. Though they could 
hot, of^Ljurse, realize it then, that hand-shake 
was significant in a variety of ways. Among other 
things, it laid the foundation of a friendship that 
was as sincere as it was mutual. 

A few minutes later they retired into the house, 
and, when they had found a corner in which the 
night might be spent in comparative peace, if not 
in any degree of comfort, they wrapped them¬ 
selves in their blankets and tried to sleep. But 
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they were destined to be disappointed. With the 
curious discovery they had made regarding each 
other’s antecedents still fresh in their minds, the 
noise and riot going on in the other rooms, and the 
crashing of the thunder overhead, rest seemed out 
of the question. At last, however, the turmoil in 
the house ceased, the thunder died down, to be 
succeeded by the steady beat of rain upon the roof, 
the torturing recollections, to which their conversa¬ 
tion that evening had given rise, became less acute, 
and finally they found forgetfulness in sleep. 

Max and Bertram were early astir next morning. 
Not so the revellers of the previous evening. Like 
warriors on a battlefield, they lay just where they 
had fallen. Moreas was in the verandah, Rodriguez 
and his compatriot rested under the table, while 
the others were scattered in various picturesque, 
but undignified, attitudes about the different rooms. 

“ My prophecy of last night is likely to prove a 
true one,” said Bertram, as they stood side by side 
surveying the prostrate figures.'^*! They will not 
open their eyes till mid-day, and it will^be some 
hours afterwards before we shall be able to get 
upon the road.” 

* It turned out as he had said. Mid-day had 
arrived' and passed before the remainder of the 
party seemed capable of getting upon their feet, 
much less of exerting themselves. Even then, the 
two Spaniards, Rodriguez and Pereira, would hav 4 
needed but little persuasion to make them continue 
the orgie for another night. Of this, however, 
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and the Englishman would not hear, and even 
Moreas, who was by this time comparatively him¬ 
self once more, joined in the chorus of disapproval. 
Accordingly, the horses and mules were caught and 
saddled, and, half an hour later, the party bade 
the village farewell and embarked upon their 
journey proper. After what the majority of them 
had passed through, however, it was manifestly im¬ 
possible for them to travel either fast or far; and, in 
consequence, as soon as they had put something like 
a dozen miles between themselves and the village, 
they called a halt and prepared to camp. The spot 
chosen was a charming one. It lay in a glade of 
the forest, beside a stream, and under the lee of a 
small cliff. It is probable that Moreas was ashamed 
of the part he had played in the performance of the 
previous night, for, since they had left tke village, 
he had occupied himself endeavouring to conciliate 
the only two sober members of the party. The 
Spaniards, however, did not attempt to disguise 
their feelings. SPfiey were openly and* defiantly 
itmtinous. As Max pointed out to Bertram, when 
they were watering the mules at the stream, if this 
were a sample of the way in which they were 
going to behave, the journey was scarcely likely to 
be an enjoyable one. 

“ They will improve as we get further into the 
country/* answered the other confidently. ** They 
are not quite themselves yet. If they don’t give 
satisfaction, it will be necessary for us to teach 
them a lesson. It will not be a difficult thing to do.” 
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Fortunately, however, the ill-temper of the two 
men proved to be, as he had said, only temporary. 
On the day following they were much better, and 
by the time they had been three days upon the road 
they were quite themselves once more. 

Apart from these mixed drawbacks, nothing 
could have been more charming than the first part 
of the journey. In the forest the vegetation was 
wonderfully beautiful. From every tree creepers 
of varying hues hung festooned; orchids of every 
shade and colour, honeysuckle, convolvuli, and 
glorious purple laracajas, were to be met with on 
every hand, filling up the spaces between the trees 
until there was a perfect network of foliage. Birds, 
of plumage as gay as the flowers above which they 
hovered, flew from bush to bush, while on every 
side the piercing note of the cicada was to be heard 
like the rattling of a thousand castanets. At inter¬ 
vals they crossed small streams, whose translucent 
waters rippled upon the peb|ply beds like softest 
music, to disappear a moment^later beneath a 
wealth of overhanging green stuff*. In these regions 
game was plentiful, and the larder of the party was, 
in consequence, kept well supplied. Then, with 
almost startling suddenness, the forest came to an 
end, and they emerged on to long rolling plains, with 
never a bush or tree, or a sign of water to relieve 
the monotony, as far as the eye could reach. These 
were succeeded by another belt of forest, which, hi 
its turn, gave place to a wild sterile plateau, 6 n 
which nothing seemed to thrive, save a coarse, Wily' 
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grass, well-nigh too tough even for the stomach of 
a mule. Thence they entered a forbidding moun¬ 
tain range, and some stiff climbing became the 
order of the day. By the time they had had 
twenty-four hours of this, the strength and temper 
of both mules and men were well-nigh exhausted. 
It was in one of these gloomy passes, or canons, as 
perhaps it should be properly termed, that an 
incident occurred that might very well have ended 
disastrously for the whole company concerned. It 
happened in this way. Ever since they had left 
the forest and set foot upon the sterile plateau, the 
commissariat, once so plentifully supplied, had been 
impoverished to a degree that bordered upon starva¬ 
tion. As a result, they were compelled to fall back 
upon the preserved food they had brought with 
them, and which was only to be used in case of 
emergency. This had given rise to a considerable 
amount of grumbling, and from grumbling certain 
members of the party found it a very short step to 
open quarrelling. >ffntonio Rodriguez and Moreas 
wei‘e the principal offenders in this respect. Indeed, 
it was lit^ticeable to more than one that, in the last 
few days, the latter’s character had changed com¬ 
pletely. As Max had good reason to be aware, he 
was not at all the same individual he remembered 
either on board the Diamintina or in Rio de Janeiro. 
In Itiose days he had been a devil-may-care, happy- 
go-lucky sort of a man, who seemed to be able to 
lake the rough with the smooth with equal 
^uan^ty. Now all was changed. He was 
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silent, morose, rarely smiled, and equally seldom 
allowed an opportunity to pass him of saying some* 
thing that was likely to wound or to give offence. 
What was perhaps worse, he had become exceed¬ 
ingly jealous of the attention paid to him. Because 
he took it . into his head that Max preferred Bert¬ 
ram’s company to his own, he held aloof from him 
and conversed only with the Spaniards. If it fell 
to his lot to have to do an extra piece of work, he 
carried it through with the air of a martyr, or at 
least of one who knew that he was being unjustly 
treated, and yet, for the general welfare, would not 
complain. But, in thus describing the change that 
had come over his character, I have wandered away 
from the incident I was about to put on record. 

As I have said, the commissariat stood in great 
need of replenishment. Being anxious to give the 
animals a rest, it was agreed that the party should 
remain in camp for another day. This being so, 
Bertram took his rifle and started off into the moun¬ 
tains in search of game. Wh^iKjie had been gone 
about half an hour, Moreas, who had been in one 
of his tantrums all day, also decided to set uut upon 
the same errand. Climbing the side of the moun- 
’tain, he, in his turn, disappeared from view, and 
Max, who had been watching him, returned to t]^ 
tailoring operations upon which he had hithqrto 
been busily engaged. As he worked, the recoiled 
tion of the quarrel that had taken place in th« 
morning between Moreas and Bertram returned tp 
his mind. It had been brewjlng for a long tiniei 
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had it not been for Max’s own repeated interven¬ 
tions, it would long since have taken a serious turn. 
Both men were equally ready to fight, but Max was 
aware that Bertram, good shot as he was, when 
pitted against such a man as Moreas, would stand 
but a small chance of success. He was still pon¬ 
dering over this, when another thought occurred to 
him. It placed a more serious aspect upon the case. 
He liked Bertram, and he had no intention of al¬ 
lowing the Spaniard to do him a mischief, if he 
could help it. He accordingly rose, stowed away 
his work in his saddle-bag, and, having explained 
to the two other men, that he felt inclined for a 
walk, and was going after Moreas, he also climbed 
the side of the hill. On reaching the summit he 
looked anxiously about him for the man he was 
seeking, both on the neighbouring hills and also in 
the valley below. For a long time, however, he 
was unsuccessful. Then a mile or so distant, along 
the hillside to the right, his quick eye detected a 
small black objectf^feeping slowly but steadily to- 
w^ds the west. He was evidently stalking some¬ 
thing, alfd Max, remembering Moreas’ skill with the 
rifle, resolved to follow him, in the hope that he 
might be of some service in helping to carry home 
the game. Seeing the slow pace at which the other 
was travelling, it was not very long before he was 
b^iind him. Moreas was now crouching be¬ 
hind a rock, as if he were anxious that the game he 
Was pursuing, and which Max could not see, should 
not hecdme aware of his presence. A moment later 
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he rose and peeped over the boulder, at the same 
time lifting his gun into position. Being some dis¬ 
tance above him, it was possible for Max to see over 
his head into the valley in the direction in which the 
rifle was pointing. Then, to his horrified ama;^ 
ment, he beheld Bertram leave a little coppice, and 
walk out into a piece of open ground, a couple 
of hundred yards or so distant from where the other 
man was waiting. In a flash the whole truth dawned 
upon him. It was Bertram whom Moreas was stalk- 
ing so carefully^ and it was Bertram he intended to 
shoot. He was about to call out in the hope of 
diverting the Spaniard’s attention, or of warning 
the Englishman; but, before he could do so, the 
other had pulled the trigger. There was a report, 
and when Max, who had closed his eyes, as if he 
were afraid of what he might be called upon to 
witness, opened them again, Moreas was once more 
crouching down behind the rock, while Bertram 
was examining something, evidently the splash of a 
bullet on the face of a boulder iS^nd him. Moreas 
had failed in his attempt; but the man he had aimed 
at had been standing directly before the r^k, and 
it could only have been by a few inches that he 
' had missed him. Another foot to the left, and the 
party would have been minus one of its members, ^ 
This is a terrible state of things,” said Max to 
himself, when he had recovered a little from the 
shock Moreas’ treachery had caused him. What 
on earth am I to do ? ” 

At first he felt inclined to descend ha^y 
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Moreas, and accuse him, there and then, of attempt¬ 
ing to murder the Englishman. A moment later, 
however, the folly of this proceeding became ap¬ 
parent to him. Had he done so, it would have been 
necessary fbr the others to know of it, and, in that 
case, it was very probable that Moreas’ life would 
have paid forfeit. This, for a variety of reasons, 
was undesirable. At the same time, he felt that he 
must protect his friend against any similar attacks. 
Bearing this in mind he watched the Spaniard’s 
movements with the greatest anxiety. He was not 
at all certain that the latter, finding that his first shot 
had proved unsuccessful, might not attempt a 
second. Moreas, however, did not do so; he knew 
that Bertram, once placed upon his guard, would be 
on the look out, and he had no intention of allow¬ 
ing himself to be captured redhanded, which would 
certainly have been his fate had he missed. He 
accordingly remained in hiding until the English¬ 
man had passed round the bend of the hill and was 
safely on his wzt^ back to the camp. Then he 
emerged, and, in his turn, retraced his steps by the 
way h?had come, in so doing passing within fifty 
yards of the spot where Max lay concealed. When 
the latter reached the camp he found the evening 
meal prepared, and the two men amicably seated, 
side side, near the fire, to all appearances better 
fti^ds than they had been for some time past. 
Max fancied that Moreas looked rather apprehen¬ 
sively at him as he came into the firelight; but 
wlmt<^ver he may have thought, he said nothing to 
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him, either then or on a subsequent occasion, con¬ 
cerning that mysterious shot upon the hill. Bertram 
also followed his example, and, though he had 
plenty of opportunity, he did not once refer, either 
directly or indirectly, to the attempt thkt had been 
made upon his life that afternoon. 

Next day they resumed their march, and, twenty- 
four hours later, left the mountains behind them, and 
once more entered a zone of fertile country. This 
continued for upwards of three hundred miles, until 
Moreas informed them that he felt sure they must 
be approaching the second range, that it would be 
necessary for them to cross before they could reach 
the country in which the old woman had declared 
that the diamonds existed. This proved to be 
the case, for the next day a faint blue haze on the 
northern* horizon showed them that they were 
nearing what they might consider the half-way 
house to their destination. It was true that they 
had been warned that the road over these mountains 
would be likely to prove a serioi!^ obstacle in their 
path, and also that the long stretches of desert on 
the further side were good for neither nian nor 
beast. They did not give that much consideration, 
however. Great though the present difficultks 
might be, the reward at the end would be much 
larger, if all they had been told were true. Whai, 
however, they reached the foot of the motm- 
tains they were able to realize something of what 
lay before theuL Unlike the other range through 
which they had passed a fortnight before, this One 
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consisted of high, rocky peaks, where even a goat 
could scarcely retain his footing, and dark, gloomy 
cailons, both almost grassless and entirely destitute 
of water. What was worse, their animals hy this 
time were sadly out of condition, and often it was 
as much as the poor beasts could do to drag one 
foot after the other. Still they persevered. The 
Spaniards grumbled incessantly, it is true. Moreas, 
on the other hand, scarcely spoke at all, while Max 
thought he could even detect on the Englishman’s 
handsome face a growing belief that they had at¬ 
tempted something that was beyond the power of 
human beings to accomplish. Whatever his feel¬ 
ings may have been, however, he never once per¬ 
mitted a word of complaint to pass his lips. The 
outlook was by no means a cheerful one. After 
the privations the party had been through so far, 
it seemed hard, indeed, that they should not be able 
to reach the goal for which they had been aiming. 
With such overwhelming odds against them, how¬ 
ever, it seemed impossible that they could hope to 
^luoceed. But they were slow to own themselves 
beaten? Indeed, it was not until they stood face to 
face with almost certain death, that they realized 
how futile it was to continue the fight. Then, in 
one of the loneliest caflons of all that lonely range, 
they called a halt and took counsel with each other. 
The two Spaniards, as on a previous occasion, were 
r openly mutinous, and showered black looks on every 
one, each other included. Remembering what he 
luul seen a fortnight before, Max never once per- 
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mitted Moreas to leave the camp unaccompanied. 
The man's temper was by this time in such a con¬ 
dition that it was within the bounds of possibility 
that he would have chosen a vantage on the hill 
side above, and have shot them down without 
either a second thought, or a feeling of com¬ 
punction. 

“ It seems to me we’re in a pretty sort of a fix,’* 
said Bertram, after some little discussion had 
taken place on their position. The animals are 
giving way, and if we go on like this, it won’t 
be long before we all follow suit. Now, as you 
know, I’m not one to grumble, but I’m willing to 
confess that I value my life before diamonds. Prob¬ 
ably you others are of the same way of thinking. 
Now the question for us to decide is, what we are 
going to do. If the remainder of you are desirous 
of pushing ahead, then I’m willing to do the same. 
If not, let us turn back without further parleying. 
The matter, however, must be decided once and for 
all. There has been too much'»*grumbling lately, 
and it seems to me the best thing we can do is to 
hold a meeting now, and settle everything.^ What 
do you say, Mortimer ? ” 

“ I quite agree with you,” Max answered, “ and 
so I feel sure does Moreas. Let us talk the ques¬ 
tion over like sensible men, and come to some de¬ 
finite decision.” 

Popular feeling being in favour of a discussion, 
they sat down by the camp fire and talked it ovejTi 
as quietly and rationally as the racial tendencies of 
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the various members of the party would permit. 
The result was as follows. 

It was decided that, while it was out of the ques¬ 
tion that the entire party could succeed in reaching 
the spot for which they were making, it was still 
possible that two men, taking with them the best 
of the animals, might be able to do so. But who 
those two men should be was rather more difficult 
to determine. It was certain that Moreas must go, 
since he was the only man who was acquainted 
with the secret, and he was scarcely likely to im¬ 
part it to any one else. On his side, however, he 
flatly declined even to think of taking either of the 
two Spaniards with him. They might fume and 
curse as much as they pleased, he said, but their 
bluster would not alter his decision. The man who 
went with him must be either Bertram or Max. 
For his own part he professed not to care very 
much which of them it was. 

A solemn silence descended upon the group. 

“Perhaps we had better draw lots for dt,” began 
Bertram. “ I may say that, if I am chosen, I am 
perfectly willing to go; if it falls upon you, Mor¬ 
timer, I have no doubt you will not raise any 
objection. What do you say?*’ 

“Let us draw lots for it, by all means,” Max 
answered. “But how shall we decide?” 

One of the Spaniards, true son of a gambling race, 
hnmediately produced a dice box, which he still 
carried with him, long after he had parted with 
other apparently more valuable possessions. By 
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the flickering light of the camp fire, with the 
shadows dancing on the rocks behind them, and 
lighting up the rugged outline of the cliff, the two 
men threw, to decide which should have the honour 
of courting what, each must have felt in his own 
heart, was almost certain death. As a result Max 
was declared to be the winner. 

I wish it had fallen upon me,*’ said Bertram. 
“ However, as it hasn’t, I suppose I must make the 
best of it ? ” 

“ It is settled then,” said Moreas, with what Max 
could not help feeling was a note of satisfaction in 
his voice. “You are perfectly satisfied? Well, to¬ 
morrow, Sefior Mortimer, if you are prepared, we 
will push on together, and see what fate has in 
store for us.” 

“ I shall be quite ready,” Max replied. “ And, as 
I understand it, the remainder of the party will 
retrace their steps to the fertile country at the 
entrance to the Ranges, and await our coming 
there.” 

“ That is how I understand it also ? ” replied 
Bertram, looking steadily at Max. “ We shhil give 
you three months’ grace, and if you have not re¬ 
turned by the end of that time, we shall conclude 
that you are dead, and will either attempt to reach 
you, or return to civilization, as circumstances may 
dictate.” 

“ That is the arrangement,” said Moreas. “ Le$ 
us hope that when we do return at the end of 
that time, we shall bring something that will 
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abundantly repay you for the weariness of wait¬ 
ing.” 

After that the party lapsed into silence once more. 

As nobody seemed inclined for conversation when 
these details had been settled, they rolled themselves 
up in their blankets and said good-night to the 
world. Silence had not taken possession of the 
camp more than half an hour before Max felt the 
pressure of a hand upon his arm. He rolled over, 
to find Bertram making signals to him. He accord¬ 
ingly rose and followed him to a spot at some little 
distance from the camp. When they had assured 
themselves that they were not being followed, the 
Englishman spoke. 

“Your Royal Highness,” he said; then, seeing 
that the other was about to interrupt him, held up 
his hand. “ Pardon me, but for a few minutes it 
is necessary that I should forget our supposed 
equality, and remember that you are a royal per¬ 
sonage, and I only the son of a Yorkshire gentle¬ 
man. Pm not as a rule a man who thinks very 
inuch^f titles, but there is no getting away from 
the fact that a man who is, or should be, going to 
rule a country, is called upon to take more care of 
hi^ life than other people. When we drew lots to¬ 
night, as to who should accompany Moreas, 1 hoped 
ahd believed that chance would favour myself. 
Fate, however, willed otherwise. Now, sir, what 
I am going to say to you is this; if you will con¬ 
sent to allow me to go forward in your place, it 
will be conferring an honour upon me for which I 
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shall be grateful to you to my dying day. I can 
easily make an excuse to Moreas, and convince him 
that we have come to the arrangement together. 
Nobody will suspect, and so you will be saved from 
doing, what I really and truly believe to be, a wrong 
act.” 

Max was more touched by the other’s words than 
he could say. 

“ I thank you,” he said, holding out his hand. 

1 know that you speak out of kindness to me, but 
what you ask is impossible—quite impossible I 
Really it is! The lot has fallen upon me, and, 
indeed, I can only ask you to believe that I would 
not have it otherwise. I am quite willing to go 
forward, and, when all is said and done, I believe 
I am the best person for the work. You and Moreas 
are not particularly friendly, as you must be aware, 
and there is no saying what might happen, if you 
were thrown so much into each other’s societyi 
without any one to see fair play.” 

” You are thinking of the day when he fired that 
rifie at me in the mountains, I suppose,” Bertram 
replied. ” I suppose you did not think I was aWkre of" 
it. I was, however, and I knew also that you were 
behind him. If it hadn’t been for that fact, I should 
have taxed him with his treachery on my return to 
the camp. But we are wasting time. Is it quite 
impossible for me to make you change your mind?” 

“ Quite," said Max. “ Though I am none tl^ 
less grateful to you for your kindness in offering 
to go, 1 cannot accept it” 
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**Are you quite sure that no argument on my 
part will make you alter your decision?” 

** I am quite sure,” Max replied. “ My mind is 
irrevocably made up.” 

“ So be it,” returned Bertram quietly. “ In that 
case, I suppose, we may as well return to the camp. 
Should Moreas have seen us leave it, he may have 
got the idea into his head that you are scheming 
against him. That would be a bad beginning as 
far as you are concerned.” 

They accordingly retraced their steps, and, so 
far as they knew, reached the camp without any 
one being the wiser that they had absented them¬ 
selves from it. 

Next morning, as soon as it was light, the camp 
was roused by Moreas. The best mules had been 
set apart for the onward journey, and, as soon as 
the morning meal had been eaten, and the beasts 
were saddled, the two adventurers prepared to set 
off. When all the final arrangements had been made, 
and the place of meeting, should the pait return, 
s^tled., it was time for them to bid the rest of the 
partyTflrewell. It was a solemn moment in their 
lives, and every one seemed aware of the fact. 
Moreas shook hands with the two Spaniards first, 
and then approached Bertram. 

“ Farewell, Seflor,” he said, with a bow. “ I 
trust 1 shall have good news for you when next 
I see you.” 

Max observed that they did not shake hands. 
The hatred that existed between them was so 
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mutual and so strong, that even the fact that, in 
all human probability, they would never see each 
other again, was not sufficient to make them part 
friends. Then came Max’s turn. He shook hands 
with Antonio and Diego, and, having done so, 
approached the man for whom he entertained such 
a genuine liking. 

“ Good-bye,” he said. Then, looking him straight 
in the face, he added, “ If by any chance I should 
not return, you know whom to make acquainted with 
my fate. Good-bye.” 

“ Good-bye,” answered the other, his voice shaking 
as he said it. Then, seeing that Moreas was out 
of earshot, he added, “ For heaven's sake, your 
Highness, run no undue risks. If you will not 
think of yourself, think of those in England who 
love youn” 

“ You may be sure I shall do that,” Max replied. 
Then, uttering another hearty good-bye, and shaking 
Bertram once more by the hand, he set oflf in pur¬ 
suit of his partner. 

As they turned the comer of the caflon, he 
looked back and waved his hand. Bertram was 
standing where he had left him, still looking aftar 
him. 



CHAPTER XVI 

T he first day’s march, after they left the main 
camp, could not be said to have been, in 
any sense of the word, either a pleasant or a com¬ 
fortable one. Both the men were ill at ease, not 
only with their present lot, but also with each other. 
Moreas entertained the unpleasant suspicion that 
Max, while he never failed in his duty, was, in 
reality, more in sympathy with Bertram than with 
himself. The anxiety of what was before them lay 
heavily upon their minds, while there was a name¬ 
less, iudescribable something, that Max could not 
understand, and yet which stood like a shadow 
between them. It soon became apparent to him that 
^e dangers to which they were to be subjected had 
not been in the least exaggerated. For no less than 
four days they continued on through the mountains, 
and it was only after incredible hardships that they 
managed to reach the plains on the other side. 
Here, however, as it turned out, they were in 
scarcely a better plight. As they expected, on leav- 
ii^ the mountains they found themselves confronted 
by a stretch of desert, barren and useless alike both 
for man and beast. To attempt to cross it seemed 

•X* 
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to be to run too great risk, and yet to turn back, 
when they were so near the end, seemed an equally 
foolish undertaking. With a dogged determination, 
worthy of a better cause, and with which Max had 
never credited him, Moreas decided in favour of 
pushing on. It was a rash decision, for with every 
hour the condition of the mules was becoming more 
and more pitiable, while the men themselves were 
in scarcely a better case. Still Moreas remained in 
a state of sullenness. When the animals were no 
longer able to bear their weights, he got oflf and 
walked sulkily beside his own beast, grudged them 
the delay when they rested, and after they had pre¬ 
pared their camp at night, went so far as to insinu¬ 
ate that Max had been keeping the mules back to 
serve his own purpose. It was indeed a dreary 
resting place they had that night. There was no 
shelter ; no water, save that they had brought with 
them ; no food to revive their starving animals, save 
a few mouthfuls of corn and half a dozen handfuls 
of parched grass. As soon as his own meal was 
eaten, Moreas rolled himself up in his blankets and 
went to sleep, leaving Max by the fire, watcHifig its 
dull glow and wondering whether he was destined 
tb come safely out of this perilous adventure or not 
Overhead the great stars shone brilliantly, while the 
low wind moaned like a banshee across the waste. 
He thought of those who loved him in England^ of 
Ottilie, and later of myself. At such a moment his 
curiosity was excited as to what I had done when I 
discovered that he had left Rio. 
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Next morning, as soon as it was daylight, they 
saddled up once more, and continued their march. 
For the moment the country, which consisted of 
barren plains in front, behind, and on either side, 
showed no signs of changing. Never so long as 
the world lasts will that desert be of any use either 
to man or beast. As on the previous day, Moreas 
stalked grimly in front, never looking behind him, 
and to all appearances oblivious of his companion’s 
presence. Towards mid-day one of the mules dropped, 
exhausted. It could go no further, and, in conse¬ 
quence, it became necessary to abandon it to its 
fate. A kindly bullet put an end to its life, and 
wljen the load had been distributed between its two 
surviving companions, they resumed their march. 
All the work connected with the re-arrangment of 
the load Moreas left to Max, taking no sort of in¬ 
terest himself in the dying animal, or the effect it 
was likely to have upon their fortunes. 

“ Push on! push on I ” he cried continually. We 
are wasting time, we must push on.” 

That was his interminable cry: ** Push on ! push 
on!”" • 

One thing was growing more certain every hour, 
and that was the fact that the hardships through 
which they had passed had combined, with natural 
greed, to turn the other’s brain. 

** I shall hare to keep my eyes on him, day and 
night,” said Max to himself. In his present con¬ 
dition there is no saying what he may do.” 

This knowledge added a fresh horror to the situa- 

s 
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tion. It is bad enough to be starving anywhere, but 
it is a thousand times worse to have to do so when 
alone in the wilds with a madman. As soon as they 
got into camp that night, the second on that awful 
plain, Moreas commenced to walk in circles round 
the fire, talking to himself meanwhile, and shaking 
his fist at the darkening desert. When Max offered 
him a portion of the dried biltong —all that remained 
to them in the way of food—he refused it with an 
oath, adding, that he could not eat when they should 
be pushing towards their destination I 

“ You won’t be strong enough to reach it at all, 
if you don’t eat something,” said Max philosophi¬ 
cally. ** You can’t expect the engines to work when 
you don’t stoke the fires.” 

He, himself, made as good a meal as possible, and 
then lay down to rest, but he was too anxious for his 
own safety to fall asleep, until he was quite con¬ 
vinced that Moreas was asleep also. He had no 
desire that the other should steal a march on him 
during the night. What he had seen that day in 
the mountains, when Moreas had stalked Bertram, 
was quite sufficient to show him that his co]fi{>anicm 
was not one who would stick at trifles. At last, 
however, he dozed off. It must have been close upon 
midnight when he woke with a start, to find Moreas 
moving about the camp. He seemed to be ddng so 
in an aimless fashion, as if he were not quite certain 
of his own mind. Suddenly he turned, and croudiing 
down, came sneaking towards the spot wh^e the 
other lay. Then Max knew that he had not been 
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wrong in his suspicions. Moreas intended, if pos¬ 
sible, to do away with him, and afterwards to push 
on alone. But Max was not going to let himself be 
killed without a struggle. Slipping one hand under 
the saddle that did duty for a pillow, he seized the 
revolver he had placed there in readiness for any 
emergency, and when the other was only a few 
paces distant, raised himself on his elbow and 
policed it directly at him. 

“Come a step nearer, Moreas,” he said, “and 
you’re a dead man. If you try that little game with 
me, I give you my word I’ll shoot you with as little 
compunction as I would a mad dog.” 

Moreas must have realized that his attempt was a 
failure, for he slipped his knife under cover again, 
and tried to laugh unconcernedly. 

“ What a fellow you are, to be sure,”'he said. 
“ What on earth is the matter with you ? What 
makes you think I want to injure you? 1 only 
wanted to find out whether you were asleep or not.” 

“I must have been dreaming then,” answered 
lifex, “ for I thought I saw a knife in your hand.” 

“ A Ifnife I ” cried the other, with great surprise. 
“ What should I be doing with a knife in my hand 
at this time of night ? ” 

“ You know best,” said Max. “ If you don’t, I’m 
sure l*m not going to tell you.” 

After saich an adventure you may be sure heslept 
ho more that night, and in the morning Moreas 
appeared to have entirely forgotten the incident. 
He was more cheerful than he had been for several 
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days, and even went so far as to help Max re-load 
the mules for the day’s journey, humming snatches 
of songs as he worked, and talking incessantly. As 
soon as they had started, however, his demeanour 
changed, and he relapsed once more into his former 
state of sullen silence. 

As the afternoon approached, they saw before them 
another low range of hills. These, when they 
approached them, proved to be of ironstone forma¬ 
tion, a fact, which, as soon as he heard it, caused 
Moreas to utter a cry of joy. 

“We are nearly there!” he cried. “Those are 
the hills of which the Indian told the old man. We 
have only to cross them, and we shall be at the place 
where the diamonds are. Let us push on, push on. 
For heaven’s sake, man, stir yourself; there is not a 
moment to lose.” 

That night Max found considerable difficulty in 
persuading Moreas to camp at all, so great was his 
impatience to reach their destination. The mules 
were in a terrible condition, while they themselves 
were not in a much better plight. To have attempted 
to go on would have been but little short oY inad-* 
ness, and could only have resulted in complete failure 
of the expedition. This night Max did not sleep at 
all. The excitement of what lay behind, and a very 
wholesome dread lest Moreas ^ould cut his throat 
while he slept, prevented him from closing his eyes. 
All nightlong he sat beside the hre, thinking, thinks 
ing, thinking. Long before it was properly light 
next morning they were astir, and by the time 
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suiurose were a considerable distance through the 
bills. Fortunately, the travelling was not so rough 
now as in the other ranges through which they had 
passed. Had it been so, it is doubtful whether 
either the mules or the men would have come 
through alive. At last they reached the summit of 
the last hill, and looked down upon the plains on the 
other side. 

*yt Is the place! it is the place!” cried Moreas, 
almost beside himself with excitement. “ Yonder 
is the river he spoke of, and there, away to the right, 
is its old course. You can even see the big black 
rocks that he told me of, rising out of the sand. The 
Saints be praised, we are here at last! We are here 
at last! ” 

So overcome was he by his excitement, that it was 
as much as Max could do to prevent him 'from set¬ 
ting ofif at a run down the hillside. This was the place, 
then, of which the poor, old, half-witted diamond 
hunter had told Moreas. The place where; diamonds 
were as large as hazel nuts, and could be had for the 
flecking up. He wondered how true the story would 
prove fo be. For his own part, he was not going to 
pin too much faith upon it. If it turned out trumps, 
well and good; if not, he could console himself with 
the reflection that the old fellow had played off on 
Moreas a grimmer practical joke than had ever been 
perpetrated on himself. It was nearly mid-day before 
they reached a spot which they considered favour¬ 
able for a camp. Max had already noticed with 
satisfaction that there was a fair amount of game to 
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be had for the shooting, water was abundant, while 
for the animals there was a greater supply of herb¬ 
age than they had seen for many a long day. By 
this time Moreas’ head appeared to be quite turned. 
They had scarcely reached their camp before he was 
off to try his luck among the sands of the old river 
bed. 

It was almost dark when he returned. When he 
did so, however, he shook like a man with* the 
palsy. 

“ Look what I have found!he said, scarcely able 
to contain himself for joy. “ The old man did not 
deceive me after all. They are here. Here, I tell 
you. I shall be the richest man on earth.’* 

As he spoke he unclasped his fist, and showed 
Max two fair^sieed diamonds lying in the hollow of 
his hand. 



CHAPTER XVII 

T he week following their arrival at their des¬ 
tination was remarkable in more senses than 
one. After the success which had attended Moreas* 
search among the sands of the river-bed it was im¬ 
possible for him to be idle for a moment. It was no 
sooner light than he was at work; he kept at it with 
feverish eagerness until darkness fell; and grudged 
every hour until dawn should reappear again. 
Under the influence of their success his old antag¬ 
onism for Max seemed to have left him. .If he were 
not quite so friendly as he had once been, it seemed 
as if he were at least anxious to make amends for 
his conduct in the immediate past. One thing, how¬ 
ever, puzzled Max more than he liked to say, and 
made him suspicious of the other’s overtures This 
was Ihe fact that Moreas invariably preferred to do 
his work alone, and did not appear to mind very 
much what excuse he made so long as he achieved 
his object. It is true that in the evening he in¬ 
variably added his day’s findings to the general 
store with scrupulous exactness, but on no account 
would he allow his companion to be present at the 
washings. Scarcely a day passed without their 
discovering something of value. Many of the stones 
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were small, milky in colour, or faulty in shape; but 
stones they undoubtedly were, and, as Moreas ex¬ 
plained, if only they could go into it on a big scale, 
with plenty of men and the latest appliances, it 
would not be long before they would be numbered 
among the richest men on earth. The excitement 
of the life exactly suited Max*s temperament. From 
dawn to dusk he digged, washed, sifted, with an 
enthusiasm that even rivalled that of Moreas 2 ?im- 
self. Little by little he gained a certain knowledge 
concerning the stones and places in which he might 
expect to find them. In the intervals of his work 
he kept their larder supplied, did the cooking and 
washing for both, for Moreas was too much occupied 
making his fortune to have any attention to spare 
for such minor matters, and in other ways made 
himself generally useful. By the end of the month 
they had discovered six stones of considerable size, 
fourteen medium, and some twenty or thirty small 
ones, varying from a quarter to a carat each. 
These they placed in a small bag and religiously 
counted every evening. 

“ We shall have something to take back Ti^ith us 
after all,” said Max, one evening when they Ijad 
finished their usual audit, and the bag had been 
tied up and stowed away in its hiding-place. 

‘*Yes,” answered Moreas with a yawn, “even 
our suspicious friend Bertram ^ould be pleased 
when he sees what we have brought.” 

The sneer was allowed to pass unnoticed, so ^ 
as Max was concerned. Moreas, as the other was 
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aware, never lost an opportunity of having a hit at 
the Englishman. He could not forget that Max and 
the other had been on friendly terms together, and 
with a man of his nature, to have been made jealous 
once was to remain so for all time. 

If their luck had been good so far, it was destined 
to become even greater as time progressed. Both 
men had exceptional finds, and the store in the bag 
w^ materially increased. Influenced by such a run 
of luck, the Spaniard’s manner underwent yet 
another change. He became geniality itself, up¬ 
braided himself for his former treatment of Max, 
and declared that if he had searched the whole world 
through he could not have found a better companion. 
He vowed that he entertained the affection of a 
brother for him. 

How, considering all this. Max’s suspioions were 
first aroused, I cannot say. It may have been that 
the other’s' excessive eagerness to recognise the 
honesty with which every evening he himself 
handed over the stones he had collected' may have 
had something to do with it. It is certain, however, 
that, little by little, a feeling of positive distrust was 
born in his mind. In vain he tried to dismiss it 
from his thoughts. The more he told himself that 
he was doing the other an injustice, the stronger the 
feeling became that Mpreas was playing a double 
game. HedetermineSTtb watch him closely, and did 
so without, however, detecting anything suspicious. 
For the reason that they worked in different places, 
it was impossible for him to check all that was found. 
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To propose to work with him, in order that he might 
keep an eye on him, was equally out of the question. 
Moreas was not the sort of man to have submitted 
to such an insult. Troubles innumerable would 
have been the result, and the success of the expedi¬ 
tion would have been grievously imperilled. No, 
there was nothing for it but for him to watch and 
wait, hoping that if anything were wrong, some 
happy chance would enable him to detect and rectify 
it. 

When they had been two months upon the field 
and had explored the river up and down for a dis¬ 
tance of nearly twenty miles, Max inquired of Moreas 
whether he did not think it was time for them to 
return to their friends. 

“ Perhaps it is,” said Moreas slowly. And then, 
as if to divert attention from the subject so that he 
might have time to think, he added, I wonder how 
they have enjoyed the period of waiting ? ” 

“It is to be hoped they haven^t quarrelled,” said 
Max. “ Rodriguez and Pereira are difficult men to 
control at the best of times.” 

“I wish I had never set eyes on either*one of 
them,” the other answered vindictively. “ I don’t 
Inind confessing that I grudge them their share of 
what we have obtained. It maddens me to think 
that while we have been working like galley-slaves 
all these weeks it is only to put money into tiieir 
greasy pockets. They will be rich men withoot 
having taken an atom of the risk, or having done & 
hand’s turn of the work.” 



^Lom LIVE THE KING'' 283 

** It was not their fault that one of them did not 
come with you,” returned Max. “You must re¬ 
member that when we drew lots as to who should 
accompany you, you would not allow them to be in¬ 
cluded. Under the circumstances, it is scarcely fair 
to blame them for what was no fault of theirs.” 

“ Fair or not fair, I grudge them their share in 
what we have obtained,” said Moreas, after which 
he/egarded Max attentively for a few seconds. 

The latter saw that he had something further he 
wanted to say, and felt equally sure that it was 
something he scarcely dared to utter, 

“ Fancy, if we two had been in it alone I” he said 
at last. 

“ Our share would certainly have been larger,” 
replied Max, anxious, if possible, to draw him on, 
and to discover to what all this was leading. “ But 
as there are three more in it besides ourselves, I 
don’t see that we can do anything but share and 
look pleasant.” 

“I wonder how we should have fared,” said 
Mqroas, very slowly, bending forward as he spoke 
and ifghting his cigar from an ember he had taken 
from the fire, “ if we had tried the route through 
Peni into Brazil that I told you about ? It is just 
possible it might be both safer and quicker than the 
way we came.” 

Once more he studied Max’s face. He was an¬ 
xious to discover whether the seed he was scattering 
was falling upon good ground or not. 

It’s just possible it might,” Max answered, real- 
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izing for the first time what the other was driving 
at. “ When we come back again, for I suppose you 
will want to return later on, we might try it.’' 

“ Do you think it would be better for us to go 
back that way now ? ” the other asked, coming to 
the point at last. 

“ But what about the party who are waiting for 
us on the other side of the mountains ? How would 
it affect them?” 

“ They would in all probability return to civiliza¬ 
tion,” said Moreas, “believing us to be dead. I 
can’t see that it would be altogether to our dis¬ 
advantage if they did. What do you say ? ” 

Max was silent for a moment. When he spoke 
again there was a note in his voice that should have 
warned the other not to proceed too far with his 
suggestions. 

“Look here, Moreas,” he said. “I can see quite 
plainly what is in your mind, and, once and for all, 
let me tell you I will not have it. We are here 
in the interests of Bertram and the others, as well 
as to look after ourselves. We have pledged our 
honour to return within a certain time, and that is 
what we are going to do I You know me, I think, 
and you are aware that if I say a thing I mean it. 
Let that end the matter. How would you like it if 
Bertram and 1 had been here together, and had 
planned to go back by another route, in older to 
cheat you out of your share of the stones ? You 
would have had plenty to say on the subject then,,! 
fancy.” 
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" Well, well, let it be as you wish,’^ said Moreas, 
with extraordinary calmness; * ‘for mercy’s sake, don’t 
preach. Perhaps it wouldn’t be the thing, and if 
you are determined to play straight with them I will 
do the same. You’re a good fellow. Max, and I’m 
sorry I suggested anything else. Try to forget it.” 

Though he spoke so fair and appeared so repentant, 
Max did not feel any the more inclined to trust him. 
As jf matter of fact, the other’s ready compliance 
had made him even more suspicious of his motives 
than before. He knew that unless Moreas had 
some other plan in his mind he would not have 
given up his point or dismissed the matter so calmly. 

“ The rascal has got something up his sleeve,” 
said Max to himself, when he thought the matter 
over. “I wish I could discover what it is. The 
fellow is a thorough-paced thief as well ash would- 
be murderer. And I’m not going to trust him as 
far as I can see him.” 

Max, as a boy, had often desired that when he 
grew up he might be permitted to enjoy a’series of 
hairbreadth escapes and desperate adventures. His 
wish h&d certainly been gratified, perhaps to an even 
neater degree than he himself had bargained for. 

For some days after the conversation just recorded, 
they continued their work as if the subject of their 
return to civilization had never been mentioned. 
Max noticed, however, that his companion did not 
as good results as before, the stones were 
small, milky, and very poor in quality. He spoke 
to him on the subject. 
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** The place seems to have suddenly panned out,” 
the other replied angrily. “ Above the bend there 
is not even an indication of the formacao diamante* 
I am beginning to think that for the future it is only 
on the flat we shall discover them.” 

Yet even this disastrous intelligence did not 
prevent him from returning next day to work at 
the same place. From a vantage spot on the side 
of the hill to which Max had climbed for\^he 
purpose, he could see him busily engaged there, 
digging and washing as if for dear life. This 
set Max thinking. Moreas, he knew, would not 
waste his time, every second of which he valued 
like so much gold, on unprofitable labour. Then 
an idea occurred to him, and he determined to act 
upon it. He had noticed that, every afternoon, a 
considerable interval elapsed between the time that 
Moreas had ceased work and his appearance at the 
camp. What did he do during the time? Max 
determined to find out. Accordingly, that afternoon, 
a quarter of an hour or so before the usual time for 
returning to their camp, he set off along the side d 
the hill, keeping under cover of the rockis, but 
gradually bearing to his left. At last he was near 
enough to be able to see Moreas in the river-bed, 
working away with his usual persistence. Five 
minutes later the other put down his tools and 
began making his way in an opposite direction W 
the camp. From the stealthy way in which he 
walked, and the manner in which he constant 
looked behind him, it was plain that he was afndd 
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of being followed. But, as Max asked himself, if his 
motives were honest, what should he have to fear ? 

At last he reached what was evidently his 
destination, a peculiar cluster of rocks some three* 
quarters of a mile from the camp. A moment later 
he had disappeared from view, not to reappear for 
something like a quarter of an hour. When he did 
so he looked anxiously about him as before, and 
then^s soon as he had satisfied himself that his 
prc^eedings had not been overlooked, started back 
for the river-bed, keeping as much cover as possible 
between himself and the place where he supposed 
Max to be still working. 

Max, in his turn, waited until the other was out 
of sight and then, skirting the base of the hill, 
approached the rocks where, a quarter of an hour 
or so before, Moreas had been so mys>teriously 
engaged. He was quite aware that, if by any 
chance the Spaniard should return and find him 
there, it would put an end to their partnership for 
ever and a day. 

“ Let that be as it may,” he said to himself, “ I’m 
determined to find out what it was that brought him 
here. I owe it to the others as well as to myself.” 

In his own mind he had not a shadow of doubt 
what the other’s business was. 

Wtati he reached the open space between the 
rocks, he looked eagerly about him. No sign, how¬ 
ever, ctf anything unusual was to be discovered 
there. He could not see that the ground had been 
toiich^, nor could he find any place where things, 



288 


^^LONG LIVE THE KING'^ 


such as he was thinking of, could be hidden. The 
ground was of a sandy description, bare for the 
most part, but varied here and there with tufts of 
rough grass, some eight to ten inches in height. 
After patient investigation he found that one of 
these showed signs of having lately been pressed 
down by a heavy weight. 

“Now I think I understand,” he said to himself, 
and immediately resolved to overhaul the simpler 
rocks in its neighbourhood. 

A few minutes later he uttered a cry of delight, 
and immediately replaced the stone he had lifted. 
Moving to the other side of the circle he carefully 
overhauled the neighbourhood, in order to make 
quite sure that Moreas was not returning. Nothing 
was to be seen of him, however. He accordingly 
returned *to his examination of the hole. As it 
proved, he was not wrong in his conjecture. In it 
reposed what he had quite expected to find there, 
namely, a small leather bag, similar to that in 
which the diamonds at the camp were kept. 

“ So, friend Moreas, you turn out to be a thief 
after all,” he said, as he sat down upon the ground 
and opened the bag. “ You hand over to me, for 
the welfare of the syndicate, the small and com¬ 
paratively worthless stones you find, while the 
larger and more valuable you hide here for your 
own benefit. However, it looks as if 1 am destined 
once more to prove too sharp for you. Now let me 
see what they are like.” 

So saying he shot the contents the bag tsio 
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the palm of his hand and studied them attentively. 
To his amazement there was one exquisite stone, 
which, when cut, would possibly have turned the 
scale at forty carats. In addition there were twelve 
medium stones averaging from ten to fifteen carats 
each, while there were at least thirty others scaling 
from six to eight. It was impossible to say what the 
collec^n was worth in its entirety, but the total 
could^^rcely have been less than thirty thousand 
pounds. 

“ I wonder what I had better do with them ? 
said Max, as he replaced the stones in the bag. "If 
Moreas finds out I have been here he will be sure to 
hide the bag elsewhere, and in that case I may not 
be able to find it again. On the other hand, if I 
transplant it, he will be beside himself with rage as 
soon as he discovers the fact. In that cas6 one of 
us will probably bite the dirt. Still, the latter 
alternative is better than the former.” 

So saying he placed the bag in his poqket, and 
when he had put the rock back into its old position, 
^retraced his steps to the hillside. Once there he 
sat doitn and again considered the position. To 
have taken his haul back to the camp, as things 
stood, would have been the height of folly. In that 
case they would have been ready at hand for 
Moreas to take possession of them, should he be 
lucky enough to put a bullet into Max before the 
latter could defend himself. No! he must find a 
new hiding-place for them. He looked the hillside 
up and down without discovering what he wanted. 

T 



290 


^^LONG LIVE THE KING'^ 


Then half way to the summit, and a quarter of a 
mile on his right, he saw a conspicuous rock, the 
shape of which reminded him irresistibly of a 
church steeple. For some distance to the eastward 
the hill was entirely bare. He accordingly hurried 
thither and, having measured the distance carefully, 
foot by foot, dug a large hole, seventy-one feet due 
east from the rock just mentioned. In this hole he 
placed the bag containing the precious stonfcuL and 
afterwards returned the soil to its former posuion, 
covering it with a small rock, in order that the fact 
that he had been digging should not be apparent to 
the casual observer, should one ever chance to pass 
that way. Then, to make sure that there was no 
error in his calculations, he carefully stepped the 
distance once more. As before, it was seventy-one 
feet exactly. To further impress this fact upon his 
memory, he took his hunting knife, bared his breast 
and drew, regardless of the pain, a rough picture of 
the spire rock, and below it the number seventy- 
one " with a large E to indicate the east. The blood 
gushed out before he had finished, the pain was 
excruciating, but he showed no sign of flmching* 
When he' had done this he picked up his rifle once 
more and set off for the camp. On the way, he 
deliberated as to his future actions. Should he tell 
Moreas of what he had discovered, or should he 
leave it for the other to find out for himself? The 
idea of waiting, however, was too distasteful to him 
to be endured. He wanted to be done with it ae 
soon as possible. Accordingly he made up his mind 
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to come to business directly they should be face to 
face. 

On his arrival at the camp he found Moreas 
seated on a log beside the fire, apparently mending 
a portion of his wardrobe, which was spread out 
upon his knees. He looked up as Max came near 
and, seeing that he was carrying his rifle, asked 
what ^t of luck he had had. The other noticed 
thatJnere was the same shifty look upon his face 
thar always heralded the approach of mischief. 
However, since he was prepared for all eventualities, 
he did not mind so very much. It was when 
Moreas was genially disposed that he feared him. 

“I did not see anything to shoot,” Max replied,as 
he approached the fire. “What luck have you had? ’' 

“Only two small stones,” answered the other. 
“ One runs, perhaps, to a carat, and the dther to 
about half. To tell the truth. I’m getting tired of it. 
Our luck is but half so good as it was.” 

“Surely you are not dissatisfied,” said Max, 
seeing that the moment had come for him to bring 
hi$ accusation. “You should be the last to say 
that,*seeing the nest-egg you’ve got in the bag under 
that stone yonder. What more could you want?” 

Moreas sprang to his feet with a cry. 

“ You have taken my stones I” he cried, bran¬ 
dishing the pistol he had hitherto kept hidden under 
the garment he had spread out upon his knee. 
“What have you done with them? Curse you! 
What have you done with them ? ” 

“I have hidden them where you will never find 
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them,” answered Max. Then seeing that the other 
was advancing threateningly towards him, hecriedi 
“ Stand back, Moreas 1 I warn you, stand back I 
If you come a step closer, your blood be upon yutur 
own head.” 

“ Damn your waste of words! ” stormed the other, 
scarcely able to speak for the rage that was eon- 
suming hintL “Give me my stones. me 

where you have hidden them.” 

“I’ll tell you nothing,” retorted Max, ‘^&ve 
that you had better not come any nearer. I know 
you for the traitorous cur you are, and if you 
advance another step, I pledge my word III slmot 
you there and then.” 

But Moreas was too far gone to hear or heed him. 
A fit of demoniacal rage had taken possession of 
him. The madness he had shown in the desert, 
and which had since died down, had returned to 
him once more, and with a yell of fury he pointed 
his revolver at Max and fired. The bullet whirled 
past the other’s ear. He fired again, this tln^ With 
better execution, for Max felt a stab, as df a red4iol 
knitting needle passing through his shoulder, a^ 
knew that he was hit Still able, however, to lift 
his arm, he raised his rifle, pointed it, and pulled the 
trigger. Moreas leapt into the air with a cry, and 
an instant later fell forward on his face. 
quivered for a moment and then all was f 

“ Exit Moreas,” said Max quietly, and;^!^, 
letting his rifle fall, put up his right hand^^^iii 
face. The wodd was swimming before idk 
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He staggered and fell to the ground in a dead faint. 
How long he lay there he could not tell, but when 
his senses returned to him it was night and the 
stars were shining brightly. A low wind was 
moaning amongst the rocks, and a night bird was 
booting dolefully further along the hillside. His 
shoulder hurt him terribly, but he gave it scarcely 
a thou^t. “ What shall I do ? ” he muttered, as he 
stagg^^ to his feet. “ I cannot stay here. This 
pla 6 e is accursed. It was from the beginning. I 
must get away before it is too late—^before it is too 
late!” 

His one all-mastering desire was to be done with 
that plain for ever. He felt that it would drive him 
mad to stay on it another hour. The fire was still 
burning, though very faintly; sufficient light, how¬ 
ever, came from it to show him Moreas’ body still 
lying beside it. The man’s dying shriek rang in 
his ears, as it would ring so long as he could hear 
anything. He shuddered, as the recollection^ of the 
scene occurred to him. There was no doubt about it, 
heomol^t get away at once. Even the night bird 
to echo it—at once, at once I With as much 
Jbasjte ns he could command, he stumbled about the 
camp, collecting the two mules and loading them 
widk such things as he desired to carry away with 
Urn*' small bag of diamonds, to which Moreas 
had contributed a minor share, he resolved to take 
him. With the others, however, which had 
been ^ cause of all the trouble and for which the 
%eniaid had paid %ith his life, he would have 
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nothing to do. If the other members of the party 
desired to possess them, let them come after them 
and find them for themselves. For his part, he 
was not going to handle them again. Then throw¬ 
ing another shuddering glance at his dead foe, he 
reeled away in the dark up the hillside, en route 
for civilization once more. The spirit of Moreas 
seemed to be walking beside him, and it was as if 
his last dreadful shriek echoed continually among 
the hills. Scarcely knowing what he was doing, 
weak and exhausted from loss of blood, he stag¬ 
gered on as best as he could, willing to do or bear 
anything rather than remain in a place the mere 
thought of which was as bitter to him as hell. At 
last, unable to go any further, he threw himself 
down upon the ground and fell into a deep sleep 
that wa& something more than a mere slumber. He 
can remember nothing more save that one longing 
continually possessed him, namely to push on in 
search of Bertram and never to see that plain again. 

How he managed to accomplish it in the conditicm 
in which he was then, no one will ever know. It 
is quite certain that he himself could not tell. 
Cross the range, however, and that terrible desert 
on the other side of it, he certainly did. A month 
later, with both mules missing, though where he 
had lost them he could not tell, and his own frame 
reduced to a skeleton, he reached the spot in the 
mountains where he and Bertram had drawn lots 
and had said good-bye to each qther so many months 
before. Then he dropped, as he thought to 
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M AX^S surprise may be imagined when, after 
he had fallen unconscious, he opened his 
eyes to find Bertram kneeling beside him. 

“ Thank God! ” said the latter, as soon as he saw 
that his friend recognised him. “ We had begun to 
think it was all over with you.’* 

Max endeavoured to speak, but his voice was 
too weak to utter a word. A moment later he 
had closed his eyes once more. Though so 
near death’s door, he had managed to slip out 
before that grim portal had actually closed upon 
him. The effect of all that he had been through, 
however, was not to be shaken off in a dajr. For a 
w^k be hovered between life and death, devotedly 
attended by Bertram, who scarcely left his side for 
a moment. Needless to say, the curiosity of the trio 
was painfully excited to know what had become of 
Moreas, and how it was that Max had returned 
alone. The bullet-wound in his shoulder and the 
marks upon his chest, which, by the way, were be- 
gmning to heal, only added to their wonderment. 
Bat anxious as they were to hear the story, Bertram 
wool^^yiot allow him to give them as much as a hint 
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of it until he was strong enough to do so without 
fear of injury to himself. Then, for one never-to-be- 
forgotten hour, Max spoke. He described all that 
had befallen them since they had said farewell to 
each other; he told them of the success that had 
attended their labours on the field, and then went on 
to speak of Moreas’ treachery, and of the last great 
discovery he had made. 

“Feeling that it was the only thing tcf be 
done, I returned to the camp and taxed him with 
it,” he continued. “ As soon as he knew that 
he was discovered, and not only discovered, but 
that his precious stones had been found and 
hidden elsewhere, he was beside himself with rage. 
For my own part, I believe it was his intention, 
in any case, to have shot me as soon as I should 
return; be that as it may, however, he certainly fired 
at me, and his bullet pierced my shoulder. In return, 
I shot him dead. Then, without thought of anything 
else, save to see the last of it, I gathered my goods 
together and fairly bolted from the plain. Wild 
horses would not drag me back to it again.” 

“ But what about the second bag of diamonds ? ” 
cried Rodriguez, and Pereira echoed the question. 

• “ I left them in the place I had chosen for them,” 
Max replied. “ There let them remain.” 

“Hear, hear!” said Bertram. “I for one will 
have nothing to do with them.” 

The two Spaniards, however, thought otherwise* 
If Moreas were dead, and the two others were willing 
to forego their share, here was a chance of a glprious 
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fortune for both of them. Max, however, encouraged 
by Bertram, remained obstinate. He was determined 
that the two men, even provided they were willing 
to run the risks attendant on reaching the plain, 
should not obtain the stones. They might curse, 
implore, threaten and cajole, but without success. 

“ There are diamonds there,” said Max. “ If you 
are dejg^irous of making your fortunes, go and search 
for /ourselves; but the stones which cost Moreas 
hiS life, and very nearly cost me mine, shall remain 
where they are hidden.” 

With that decision the two men were compelled 
to be content, but black looks and sinister mutterings 
became the order of the day, and more than once it 
was necessary for Bertram to give them very plainly 
to understand what course he should adopt in the 
event of certain contingencies arising. 

“ And what are we going to do now ? ” Bertram 
inquired of Max, when the latter had recovered 
sufficiently to make it possible for them to think of 
retracing their steps to civilization. 

. “That’s more than I can say,” Max replied. “Let 
us gef back into the world first.” 

Next day they accordingly started on their home¬ 
ward journey, but for the first week they were com¬ 
pelled to travel slowly, on account of Max’s still 
^leebled condition. Little by little, however, his 
strength returned to him, until, by the time they 
had reached the forest, which alone separated them 
from the village at the end of the railway, the same 
at vfb^h they^ had purchased the mules, he was 
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almost himself again. On arrival they installed 
themselves at the hospederia^ the same at which 
Bertram had announced his recognition of Max as 
the Crown Prince of Pannonia, and at which Moreas 
and the Spaniards had indulged in their orgie so 
many months before. What a variety of things had 
happened since they had said good-bye to it! Then, 
they had been setting out on the expeditions full of 
hope and confidence; now, they had returned, ihinus 
one of their party and without the great wealth 
which they expected to bring with them. They had, 
however, the small bag which Max had brought 
with him, and this being so, on the morning following 
their arrival, Bertram set off for Rio, returning next 
day with an elderly individual who weighed, tested, 
and valued the stones. A price having been agreed 
upon between them, the money was paid over and 
each man received his share, after which the old 
gentleman returned to the capital, and all that was 
left was for Max and Bertram to decide what their 
future movements should be. The two Spaniards 
had determined to take a holiday, then they intended 
purchasing fresh mules with which to make another 
attempt to reach the place where the diamonds were 
•hidden. Again and again they had endeavoured to 
induce Max to reveal the hiding-place, but without 
success. Finding entreaty useless, they attempted 
to bribe him, promising him first a quarter, and at 
last half the stones, if he would supply them with 
the necessary information. But he was not to he . 
tempted. Bertram and he had decided tb^t dnce 
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Moreas had paid for the stones with his life they 
should not be touched. Accordingly, they departed 
next day for Rio. 

“Have you formed any plans for the future?” 
inquired Bertram of Max, when they were alone 
t<^ether. 

“ None,” Max replied, “ except that I am deter- 
mine-t to leave Brazil as soon as possible. Have you 
anything to propose ? ” 

^“Not at present,” the other replied. “If only 
there were some fighting to be had, I should have 
liked to have tried my hand at soldiering. But 
when we left, the world was so confoundedly peace¬ 
ful, and I suppose it is still. There’s one idea that I 
have at the back of my head, however. I don’t 
know whether it would commend itself to you ? ” 

“ Tell me about it,” said Max. 

“ Well, it concerns the South Sea Islands,” said 
Bertram a little diffidently. “ Ever since I was 
a youngster, I’ve had a hankering to visit them. In 
fact, it was my original intention to do so, and if I 
hadn’t got stranded in this country, who knows but 
what I might have been a king by this time ? ” 

“ The South Sea Islands,” said Max at once. “I’m 
inclined to think that’s not by any means a bad 
idea. And what was it your intention to do th^e 
faeskSes founding a kingdom ? ” 

® I thought of purchasing a schooner and going m 
for the island trade,” the other answered. “ It must 
be a jolly life, if all one hears is true. Sailing con¬ 
tinually across blue seas, amongst the loveliest 
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islands man can imagine, dealing with the pleas¬ 
antest people on earth-” 

“ And figuring as the pUce de resistance at some 
native banquet, I suppose,’* answered Max with 
a laugh. “Seriously, I like the idea immensely. 
Why shouldn’t we try it together ? We’re both in 
possession of a decent sum of money, and if we make 
our way to Buenos Ayres, and then across the |\iules' 
into Chili, we could easily get a boat from Valpafaiso 
to Honolulu. We shouldn’t find much difficulty ki 
picking up a handy schooner, I expect, and then the 
firm of Bertram & Mortimer could be placed on a 
definite footing. What do you say ? ’’ 

“It’s just the very thing I should enjoy,” an¬ 
swered ^rtram. “ But what about yourself? Are 
you as determined as ever not to return to Ettfope?” 

“Every bit as determined,” Max replied. “In 
point of fact, I intend going a step further. As soon 
as we get to Rio I shall have a document drawn up 
in which I shall renounce, once and for all, any 
claim I may have upon the throne. Let my brother 
take it; he is a far better man in every way, and 
though you may think me a fool for sayinj^ so, 
I have felt for many years positively certain in my 
gwn mind that he is decreed by fate to occupy it” 
With that Max told Bertram the old legend of 
Michael’s cross, and of the gipsy’s prophecy con¬ 
cerning it. 

“ Do you really mean to say that you believe it?” 
asked Bertram when he had finished. 

“ I certainly do,” Max answered, “ and you can 
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see for yourself how much of it has come true/Paul 
has Michael’s cross upon his brow, and he will sit 
upon the throne as soon as the Republic shall come 
to an end. 1 am as confident of that as 1 am of any¬ 
thing. And now let us discuss the pros and cons of 
this South Sea business. I am all eagerness to em¬ 
bark upon it.” 

Th^y did as he suggested, and for over an hour 
were busily engaged working out the details of the 
scheme. Eventually it was arranged that they 
should start for Rio next morning, find some one 
there to draw up the deed of which Max had just 
spoken, and who could be trusted to keep his secret, 
and when it had been despatched to the proper 
quarter, make for the capital of the Argentine, and 
thence cross the Andes into Chili, embarking, as soon 
as a vessel could be found, for the islarfds. That 
night Max dreamed of tropical islands lifting their 
palm-clad heads out of azure seas, of fast-sailing 
schooners, and a life that was all sunshine and 
excitement. When he woke he was even more keen 
<m the notion than he had been on the previous day. 
They caught an early train for Rio, and towards 
the middle of the afternoon found themselves once 
more in the capital of the Republic. Now what 
Max had to do was to get his money out of the 
bank and to transact his legal business without 
Brockford or De Montezma becoming aware of it. 

” I will give you my cheque,” he said to Bertram, 
when they had taken up their abode at a small 
hoftel at the opposite end of the town to that at 
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which his friends had their offices. “ You can cash 
it while I remain in the background.” 

Bertram agreed and set off upon his errand. On 
entering the bank, he placed the cheque upon the 
counter. The cashier picked it up and examined 
the signature with a look of surprise upon his face. 
The manager happened to be passing at the moment, 
and when the draft was shown to him he gl^anced 
sharply at Bertram. 

“Pardon me,” he began, “but might I request tlte 
favour of a few moments’ conversation with you 
while the cashier is counting the money ? ” 

“I shall be very pleased,” said Bertram, and when 
the manager had given an instruction in an under¬ 
tone to one of his clerks he followed him into his 
private room. The door having been closed, and 
when the' other had pushed forward a chair, Ber¬ 
tram inquired what he could do for him. 

“ I notice that you have presented a draft signed 
by Mr. Mortimer who, a few months since, was a 
partner in the firm of Montezma & Co., of this 
city. I also notice that the cheque is dated to-day, 
a circumstance which would seem to point tO the 
fact that Mr. Mortimer is in Rio at the present 
pioment.” 

“ That is quite possible,” Bertram returned ^iffly. 
“ He may be or he may not. I don’t see how it 
concerns any one but himself. 1 am not aware 
that he has done anything to necessitate his keeping 
out of the way?” 

“ I am afraid we are playing at cross purposes,** 
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said Doubleday. “ Pray do not imagine that I am 
in any way antagonistic to his Royal-*’ 

Bertram pricked up his ears So the manager 
was also aware that Max was the Crown Prince of 
Pannonia ? He was sorry for that; it might lead 
to complications. 

“My only desire/' the other continued, “for speak¬ 
ing tOfyou about—well, about Mr. Mortimer, was 
that, should you know his address, you might be 
aWe to tell him how anxiously his friends have 
been seeking his whereabouts. If he would only 
grant them an interview, they would be so thank¬ 
ful." 

“ That, I feel sure, he will not do," said Bertram. 
“Nothing would induce him to think of such a 
thing." 

The manager sighed. 

“ It seems a pity," he went on. “ I cannot think 
why he should be so wilful." 

“Nor I," answered Bertram. “The fact, how¬ 
ever, remains that it is his own business, and he is 
eaatkled to conduct it as he pleases." As he said 
this he rose. 

“I will see if your money is prepared,” said the 
manager, following him. 

“Many thanks," returned Bertram, and when he 
had received it from the cashier, he left the bank, 
tiie manager bidding him good-bye upon the doorstep. 
Then, having made sure he was not being followed 
by any one from the bank, he set off as fast as he could 
go in the direction of the inn where he and Max had 
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taken up their abode. He was not aware that Mr. 
Brockford had been standing on the opposite side of 
the street waiting for him to come out, and that as 
soon as he did so and had started on his walk, 
the other followed him, keeping a safe distance 
behind, but never for one moment losing sight of 
him. Reaching the inn, Bertram made his way to 
their sitting-room and handed Max the mone^. He 
was in the act of informing him of what had taken 
place at the bank, when there was a tap at the dotw. 
A moment later it opened, and Brockford stood before 
them. 

Max sprang to his feet with an exclamation of 
astonishment. 

“ Brockford 1 ” he cried, what on earth does this 
mean ? How did you know I was here ? " 

He looked at Bertram as if he thought he must 
be responsible for the other’s presence. 

** You do your friend an injustice if you suspect 
him,” said Brockford. “He did not know that I was 
following him. It was Houbleday, the bank mana* 
ger, who put me on the trail. He sent word to me 
that your friend was at the bank, and when he left 
I followed him here. Thank God, I have found you 
^at last! We have searched the country for you. 
Oh, you foolish man, why did you run away like 
that?” 

“ Because my brother Paul was in Rio looking for 
me,” Max replied simply. “To have remained 
here would have been to have fallen into his hands.” 

“ And could you have fallen into kinder hands ? ” 
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** That is beside the point,” said Max. “ It is be¬ 
cause of his love for me that I must keep out of the 
way. It may sound paradoxical to say so, but it is 
the truth.” 

“Well, you can keep out of the way no longer 
now,” answered Brockford. “ You have returned 
in the nick of time.” 

“Returned for what?” Max inquired in aston¬ 
ishment. 

Do you mean to say that you don’t know ? ” 
asked the other. 

“ I know nothing,” Max replied, with an unmis¬ 
takable faltering in his voice. “ We have been in 
the wilds so long that we are ignorant of all that 
has happened elsewhere. What is it ? ” 

Bertram noticed that the hand resting on the 
back of the chair trembled. 

“ What have you to tell me?” he asked again. 

“ Is it possible that you are not aware that you 
are the King of Pannonia?” continued Brockford 
in an awed voice. 

-Max started back with an exclamation of horror. 

“ King!” he cried in a choking voice. “ My God, 
man! What do you mean? You don’t mean—that 
—fliat ” 

“I mean that your father is dead, Sire,” said 
Brockford quietly. “ He died three months ago, and 
your mother followed him six weeks later.” 

This was more than Max could bear. He dropped 
into a chair and covered his face with his hands. 
Far some minutes silence reigned in the room. 

U 
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Then he rose and, with a face white and haggard 
as a sere cloth, turned to Brockford. 

“ Tell me everything,” he said. “ I’m stronger 
now and can bear it.” 

Thereupon, Brockford, to whom I had written, in 
case he should hear of him, gave a complete r^suntd 
of all that had occurred during his absence. He 
informed him of our father’s death, just at t^e time 
when there was a possibility of Pannonia becoming 
a Monarchy once more. He told him of our mothdf’s 
end such a short time afterwards; of the gradual 
crumbling away of the Republic, and of the war 
with Mandravia to which it had given rise. He re¬ 
vealed to him the fact that being unable to find Max, 
search how I would, and seeing that there was no 
time to lose, I had sprung into the breach and, sup¬ 
ported by the Count von Marquart, now a very old 
man, but as keen and self-assertive as of yore, and 
the majority of nobles, had seized the throne and 
declared myself Regent in his stead. Max’s face, 
so Brockford has since told me, when he heard the 
news, was almost transformed. 

^ 4i 

“ I have heard a great deal during my life,^* said 
the latter, “ of what is called kingly dignity. I never 
realized what it was, however, until I looked at his. 
At that moment he was every inch a king.” 

“Father and mother dead,” he said, “and my 
country in danger. There is no doubt now; notkmbt 
at all.” 

The others did not understand what he meant at 
tlte time, but they have learnt since. 
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** My friends/’ he began in a softer voice than he 
had yet used, “ my kind friends, you see how this 
news has affected me. Will you give me time to 
think it over?” 

They were about to withdraw, in order to leave 
him alone with his thoughts. 

“ Will your Majesty believe that all I have is at 
your Majesty’s disposal?” said Brockford, in an 
undertone, before he left. 

Max started as if he had been stung. 

“ No, no! ” he cried, “ you must not call me 
that.” 

An hour later he was back at Brockford’s house at 
Paquetd, where for some hours he shut himself up 
and would see nobody. He was fighting the greatest 
battle of his life. During the afternoon he called 
for all the newspapers that could be procured, in 
order that he might study the war from its com¬ 
mencement. Later on he left his room and found 
the other two men in the garden. Traces of the 
struggle he had passed through still lingered on his 
face as he greeted them. It was plainly seen that 
he l^d arrived at a decision. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ I ask you to give me your 
words of honour, that what I am about to say shall 
never pass your lips.” 

He waited for them to speak. They looked first 
at eabh other and then at him. At last they gave 
him their assurance that his wish should be re¬ 
spected. 

“I have fought it out by myself,” he said, “and 
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have come to a conclusion. I shall return to Pan- 
nonia at once! ” 

“ God bless you! ” muttered Brockford, but not so 
low that Max could not hear it. 

“ My country is at war, and if she is to be vic¬ 
torious, every son who has the strength to wield a 
sword should rally to her assistance. It is my in¬ 
tention to go back and offer my services, ndt in the 
capacity of her king, but taking my place beside 
the humblest in the ranks. I place my life in ^he 
hands of God, and leave the issue with Him. If 
Pannonia is victorious, then I shall have proved my 
love for her, and it is possible that what you wish 
may some day come to pass. If not, then I shall 
have done what I shall always believe to have been 
my duty.” 

“In that case, I have a request to make,” said 
Bertram nervously. 

“ What is it ? ” Max inquired. “ It would be hard 
if I could not grant it, seeing that I already owe 
you a debt I can never repay.” 

“ It is that, if you are going, you will allow nje to 
accompany you ? ” 

“ You shall do so if you wish,” said Max quietly, 
and as he said it he held out his hand, which the 
other took. 

Two days later Max and Bertram sailed for 
Europe. 



CHAPTER XIX 


O F^he various vicissitudes which befell our 
unhappy country from the time that, egged 
01 ^ to ruin by unscrupulous men, she drove her 
sovereign across the border to seek an asylum 
elsewhere, it would be impossible for me to speak 
in anything like detail. It must suffice, therefore, 
that the long record of chicanery and blundering, 
of mismanagement and oppression found its climax 
in the war to which I referred at the end of the 
previous chapter. Dark as the outlook seemed, it 
was destined to become even blacker before many 
months were past. The battles which marked the 
opening of the campaign have long since become a 
matter of history, partly by reason of the desperate 
heroism shown by our troops, but more, 1* fear, on 
account of the inability and blunder!ngs of their 
leaders. How heartrending that time was to us 
I must leave my readers to imagine. Max seemed 
lost for ever; I was in exile, and yet we were com¬ 
pelled to remain inactive, watching our devoted 
country rush headlong to the ruin which had been 
so long prophesied for it. Had it not been for the 
counsels of my friends I should have returned to 
Pannonia at the outbreak of hostilities, and have 
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offered myself for service in her army in any capacity 
they might have chosen for me. This, however, I 
was earnestly implored not to do. Accordingly, 
I remained in England, watching the struggle with 
an aching heart, dreading the worst, yet unable to 
do anything to avert the catastrophe I felt sure 
must come. Then came the chance I was so eagerly 
awaiting, and, as all the world knows, on i 4 ie six¬ 
teenth of September, a most fateful day in Pan- 
nonia’s history, the Republic was overthrown, atid, 
at the unanimous wish of the country, I returned to 
act as Regent until my brother’s whereabouts should 
be discovered. Of the emotions I experienced when 
once more I set foot upon Pannonian soil, I will not 
speak here. They are too sacred for the cold 
publicity of print. 

Havirfg thus roughly summarised the events that 
occurred between the time that Max and Bertram 
had decided to see service in Pannonia, and my own 
return to that country, I must now follow the re¬ 
cord of my brother’s doings. Of all the strange 
events in Max’s life, there was not one stranger^ or 
more characteristic of him, than his decision In this 
matter. It was on the 31st of July, that is to say, 
a fortnight before the battle of Depzig, the same in 
which our forces suffered such a disastrous defeat, 
that he set foot with his faithful companion upon 
his native soil. A week later, as if to make amends, 
General Groplau, with a zeal and gallantry that is 
beyond all praise, met and defeated a force of the 
enemy much greater than his own. It was with his 
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army that Max took service, not as became his 
rank, but in the capacity of a private soldier. That 
he and his companion had seen service before soon 
became apparent, but little did any one guess that 
the stalwart, handsome man, who did not know the 
meaning of the word fear, who was never tired, and 
whose only apparent desire was to be placed where 
the damger was greatest, was none other than their 
king. During the first month of his new life, he 
ws present at no less than three battles, in each of 
which he displayed conspicuous heroism. Brave 
as our soldiers were, such valour as his could 
scarcely fail to have passed unnoticed. But it 
was not until that dreadful day when Gredlau was 
lost, and all the officers of his own regiment had 
been killed, and he had rallied what remained of 
the men, continuing the fight until they wdre nearly 
all disabled or shot down, that any recognition of 
his bravery was afforded him. Then he was sum¬ 
moned to the general’s presence. He had been 
wounded in the arm, and was still weak from 
loss of blood. 

Your conduct has been reported to me,” said the 
general, who being a brave man himself, could 
recognise courage in others. “ I can only regret 
that your efforts were not rew^arded with success. 
I am proud to offer you a commission in the regi¬ 
ment you have served so well. I know of no man 
who has a better right to it.” 

Max saluted. 

“F^irdon me, general,” he said respectfully, but 
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firmly, “but—but, with your permission, I must 
decline the honour.” 

“ Decline the honour I ” cried the other in sur¬ 
prise, and also with some asperity. “ What do you 
mean? Surely you understand the honour that 
has been done you ? ” 

“ I understand perfectly,” Max replied. “ Yet I 
would prefer to remain as I am.” ^ 

Whatever the general’s thoughts may have been, 
it is certain that his surprise equalled them. 
experience of men had shown them to be more 
ready to seek rewards than to decline them. How¬ 
ever, he had no time to analyse such a phenomenon 
just then. 

“As you please, as you please,” he answered. 
“ Remain in the ranks if you prefer it. It seems to 
me, however, that you are throwing away the one 
chance of your life.” 

Then calling one of his aides-de-camp, he turned 
his attention to another matter, and Max, having 
saluted, returned to his bivouac. But though the 
general appeared to have set the matter aside, it did 
not seem as if he had altogether forgotten it, fox later 
on, commenting on the incident, he said to one of his 
officers, “ That man’s face worries me. He is like 
a person I have seen before, but I cannot, for the 
life of me, think whose face it is, or where I met its 
owner.” 

On two other occasions Max came even nearer to 
being discovered. A week or so later be was on 
sentry duty, when a man, who had for many years 
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acted as intermediary between the Count von Mar- 
quart and our father in England, stopped his horse 
and addressed a question to him. For a moment 
Max thought he could scarcely fail to recognise 
him, but the beard he wore and the uniform of a 
private soldier must have changed his appearance, 
jfor the officer passed on without comment. The 
third iccasion, however, was more desperate than 
either I have yet described. 

0 It was in the early morning on the day which the 
battle of Hehnsdorff was fought, and Max’s regi¬ 
ment, with two others of the line, were sent to 
occupy the village on the right bank of the river 
For hours they defended it with the tenacity of 
despair. At last, the general, seeing that it was 
hopeless to continue to hold it, despatched an aide 
with an order to the officer in command to abandon 
it and to fall back upon a wood some three-quarters 
of a mile or so to the rear. The aide had scarcely 
entered the main street of the little hamlet, when a 
shell burst in the road, killing his horse and tearing 
a great gaping wound in the young fell6w's side. 
S^ing what had happened. Max, who with Bertram 
and several others were in a cottage close at hand, 
ran to his assistaivce. It was a shocking spectacle 
they had before them, but, despite the blood, Max 
recognised the man. Picking him up as tenderly as 
possible, he bore him to the cottage where the com¬ 
mander was located. 

The poor fellow had just strength enough left to 
say, **The general bids you retire, and take up 
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your position in the wood behind the church,” when 
his head fell forward and he fainted. A moment 
later the order was given, the village was vacated, 
and the troops were slowly and sullenly retiring in 
the direction indicated. The aide-de-camp still lay 
where they had placed him, his life-blood slowly 
ebbing from him and forming a pool by his side. 

“ He’s a man I’ve known all my life,” saM Max 
hoarsely to Bertram. “ I can’t leave him here. 
Between us we’ll carry him to the rear, thoughti 
fear the surgeons can do nothing for him.” 

Thus encumbered they set off across the open 
ground, now being ploughed by the shells of the 
enemy. How it was they were not hit it is im¬ 
possible to say, yet, incredible as it may appear, 
they reached the wood in safety. On the further 
side the burgeons were at work, and thither they 
bore the dying man. But officer or no officer, it 
was necessary that he should wait his turn, and 
seeing this, Max placed him upon the ground and 
endeavoured to make him as comfortable as possible. 
That his case was hopeless there could be no sort of 
doubt. Indeed, he was little more than a dead man 
as it was. Rising to his feet, for he had been kneel¬ 
ing beside the other. Max was about to return to 
where his comrades had taken up their position, 
when the wounded man opened his eyes and looked 
up at him. Max saw that he was trying to speaks 
and he accordingly knelt down beside him. Then a 
great fear came over him, for he saw that the other 
had recognised him. 
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“Your Majesty,” he whispered. Then after a 
pause he added, “Thank God you are found at 
last! ” 

“ Hush I hush I ” Max replied. “ I am no king, 
only a Pannonian soldier I ” 

“ You are both,” gasped the dying man. “They 
have searched everywhere for you. This must be 
told.”# 

“ No, no I ” answered Max. “ I can never con- 
i>ent.” 

But the other was not to be denied. Putting forth 
all the strength that remained to him, he raised 
himself and called one of the doctors by name. 

The surgeon, who happened to be disengaged at 
the moment, hastened towards him. Before he 
could reach him, however, the poor fellow had 
fallen upon the ground, and was dead. \^ith a cold 
sweat upon his forehead, such as the fear of battle 
had never been able to produce, Max staggered to 
his feet. 

“ He is dead,” said the doctor after a brief examin- 
^ion. “Poor Fritz! poor Fritz! it will break his 
ihother’s heart. Where did this happen, my man?” 

“ In the village yonder,” Max replied. “ He was 
conveying an order to our colonel to retire.” 

Then with a choking feeling in his throat he 
made his way, accompanied by Bertram, to the wood. 

“ That was a very near thing for you,” said the 
latter, as they hurried along. “ Oh, why won’t you 
declare yourself and take up the position which is 
yours by right ? ” 
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“Not yet, not yet,” said Max, shaking his head. 
“ Fate will decide everything for me in good time. 
I intend to leave it to her.” 

Fate very nearly decided it for him on three 
occasions during the next few hours. Once his 
helmet was knocked off by a bullet, once he was 
only saved by the butt of his rifle which he had 
lowered to reload, while on the third occasjpn he 
was giving water to a wounded man, who had 
fallen beside him, when a bullet shattered the bottl^ 
he held in his hand. 

Next morning it was rumoured in the camp that 
I, Prince Paul, had returned to Pannonia, that the 
Republic was no more, and that the Ramonyi 
dynasty had come to its own again. Later in 
the day the news was officially communicated to 
the troops, and with his comrades, ragged, tattered, 
weary, half starved, and altogether forlorn, Max 
swore allegiance to himself. A more grotesque 
situation could scarcely have been imagined. 

“ Prince Paul is declared Regent for his brother,” 
said a greyhaired sergeant, as they ate their frugal 
supper by the camp fire. “I wonder where the 
king is ? ” 

I have often conjectured what he would have 
said had he known that the missing man was 
at that moment seated beside him. 

Strange though it may seem, from the very 
moment of the return of our family to Pannoni^ 
a change took place in the war. Success after 
success crowned our efforts, in consequence of 
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which our troops took heart, until, at last, instead 
of carrying on the strife in our own country, 
on the twenty-second day of October we, for the 
first time, crossed the borders, driving the enemy 
before us. Little by little, but with a sureness 
and steadiness there could be no mistaking or 
denying, Groplau was working out the plan he 
had l8ng since formed in his mind. With what 
sort of good fortune it was attended all those who 
^ve followed the history of the war will be^ 
familiar. They will recall how fifty thousand 
troops, by culpable negligence on the part of the 
enemy’s leaders, were divided into two portions 
and were prevented from uniting again; how the 
Count von Leckstein, by a swift flank movement, 
cut off their retreat, thus compelling them to take 
refuge in the city of Zaarflurg. No suc’cess could 
have been more complete, no movement more 
thoroughly prepared, or more admirably carried 
out. Contesting every inch of the way, fighting 
with a fury that was the outcome of despair, for 
they must have known that they were lost, hemmed 
in 6n every side, they at length entered the gates 
of the same city as that into which Rudolf the 
Brave had once brought a victorious army and 
more than two thousand prisoners. Still working 
with the same mathematical precision, Groplau’s 
army took up its position on the plain that sur¬ 
rounds it, and there and then the siege commenced. 
Winter came and found the garrison still holding 
Out. It was, however, as impossible for them to 
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escape as it was for us to get in. Their vigilance 
was only equalled by our own. In other parts 
of the country the war was proceeding with vary¬ 
ing success; here, however, save for the continual 
artillery duel, there was little or no fighting. 
The suspense, to say nothing of the inactivity, 
was wearying in the extreme, until, at last, every 
one felt convinced that something must bei.done 
to relieve it. 

“It seems strange,” said Bertram to Max on^ 
day, as they stood watching the picturesque old 
city across the river, “ that it should be so difficult 
to get inside those walls. Surely there must be 
some way of managing it?” 

“That’s just what I’ve been thinking lately,” 
answered Max. “I should very much like to 
make the attempt. It would be an adventure after 
my own heart.” 

“ If you are willing to try,” returned the other, 
“I would go into it with you. What a grand 
thing it would be!” 

“ If only we could open the gates to admit our 
troops I ” said Max. “ It seems impossible at Srsf 
glance, but we might do our best. Even if we did 
not succeed it would not very much matter. I've 
' a good mind to ask permission to make the attempt.” 

That evening he announced that he had been 
fortunate enough to obtain his commanding officer's 
consent to investigate the walls and river bank 
with a view to entering the city. 

“ You can never succeed,” said that gruff and 
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grim old officer when he had heard everything, 
“and your life will in all probability pay the 
forfeit. But you have earned the right to make 
the attempt, my lad, and if you are willing to be 
such a fool as to run the risk, Heaven forbid that 
I should attempt to prevent you. Try your luck, 
and let me know, if you are not killed, how you 
succeei.” 

Permission having been thus grudgingly obtained, 
^ax and Bertram repaired to their quarters to 
work out their plans and to make the preparations 
for the adventure of the evening. Undeterred by 
any thought of the risk they would run, they 
worked away as happily as schoolboys. A little 
before midnight they left the camp and made their 
way cautiously across the open country toward 
the somewhat sluggish river that made tKe circuit 
of the city walls. Fortunately for them the night 
was dark, and a thick drizzle was falling, blotting 
out the landscape effectually, and making it ex¬ 
tremely difficult to see more than a few yards 
ahead. Though they knew that for this reason 
the guards would in all probability be more on 
the alert than usual, they had the consolation of 
knowing that the chances were that, hidden by 
the mist, their presence would be less likely to 
be discovered than on other occasions. For some 
time past a certain portion of the wall had 
exercised a great fascination for Max. The par¬ 
ticular section in question was not a great distance 
removed from the main gate, and, for more reasons 
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than one, it seemed to him that if an attack was 
to be made at all this was the place at which 
it should be attempted. It was towards this point, 
accordingly, that they directed their steps, pro¬ 
ceeding with the greatest caution, until at length 
they reached the river’s bank. 

** It strikes me we’re likely to have a cold swim,’* 
Max whispered to his companion, as he ^looked 
across the water. “ Keep as close to me as you 
can, and, above all, make no noise. If you do theyljji 
fire upon us that instant.” 

A few moments later they were in the water, 
striking out for the opposite bank. As Max had 
predicted, the water was bitterly cold; fortunately, 
however, they were both strong swimmers and 
the distance was not sufficiently great to subject 
them to 4 ny great amount of risk so far as cramp 
was concerned. Not a star was to be seen over¬ 
head, not a light in the city. Presently, when 
they were half-way across, the drizzle changed 
to a heavy rain, which continued to pour down 
without cessation. A better night for the ent^- 
prise could not have been selected. " 

At last, very much to their relief, they were 
able to obtain a footing on the opposite bank. 
Above them towered the city wall, rising to a 
height of scarcely less than forty feet. At its foot, 
and directly in front of them, was a strip of sloping 
bank some six or eight feet in width. Taking 
care to make no noise, even though it would be 
scarcely likely to be heard had they done so, they 
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climbed up and then carefully walked along this 
narrow platform, pausing now and again to care¬ 
fully examine the wall and to make a note of the 
facilities it presented for effecting the purpose they 
had in view. Much to their disappointment, how¬ 
ever, no fitting place presented itself. It is true 
that with the assistance of a ladder it might have 
been p^ible to scale the wall, but the strip of 
bank before referred to was so short and so narrow, 
the height of the wall itself was so great, 
that the number of ladders which could have been 
set upon it would have been quite inadequate to 
carry the force of men necessary to ensure the 
success of such a gigantic undertaking. 

“And yet it is the only place,” said Max, in a 
disappointed whisper, “ in the whole circuit of the 
walls where it would be safe to try. Let me get 
fifty men over at this point and I guarantee to 
seize the main gate and to have the troops in the 
city before any one could tell what had happened. 
As it is, there is nothing for it but for us to return 
and. to test some other place another night.” 

&eifig- that it was no use their remaining, and 
remembering that every moment they delayed 
added to their danger, they determined to set off. 
As noiselessly as otters, therefore, they slipped 
into the water and re-crossed the river. Immedi¬ 
ately on their return to the camp. Max reported 
himself to his commanding officer and informed 
him of the ill-success which had followed their 
enterprise. 


X 
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‘^As I expected,” he answered, when they had 
unfolded to him the various details of their attempt. 
“ However, it’s a good thing you got back safely 
and without arousing their suspicions. Do I under¬ 
stand you to say that you desire to try your 
luck again ? ” 

“ Again and again until we succeed,” Max re¬ 
plied. “ There must be some way of gating in, 
if it can only be found. I mean to find it.” 

The colonel looked curiously at the man beffre 
him. He noticed that he did not speak like a 
common soldier and he wondered what his history 
could be. He asked one or two further questions, 
and then bade him return to his quarters, giving 
them permission to make the attempt again, if they 
were st,ill crack-brained enough to desire to do so. 

The next night proved too fine for the attempt, 
but on the night following, having made a careful 
inspection of the neighbourhood during the day, 
and finding that it was sufficiently dark for them 
to cross the river, they set off. This time, how¬ 
ever, they met with no better success than before, 
and returned from their expedition disappointed, 
but by no means disheartened. 

No,” said Max to Bertram, w-hen they discussed 
the matter in solemn conclave afterwards, “ there 
can be no sort of doubt about one thing, and that 
is the fact that the place we first tried, near the 
main gates, is the point, and the only one that 
is likely to serve our purpose.” 

For the next few days he was occupied in a 
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brown study, turning and twisting the situation 
in his mind. Then an idea occurred to him, an 
idea so luminous that he wondered he had not 
thought of it before. He described it to Bertram, 
who, sanguine as ever, declared that it could not 
be anything but successful. They thereupon set 
off once more to interview the colonel, to whom 
Max explained his scheme. 

** I scarcely know what to say,” the other replied, 
Urhen he had heard him out. “ The notion certainly 
seems feasible enough, and, given a considerable 
slice of luck, might possibly succeed; the question 
is, however, whether the enemy would allow it 
to be carried out. One small slip and it would 
result in a fiasco. However, I will lay it before 
General Groplau without delay and hqar what 
he has to say. If there is any chance of success 
in it you may be sure it will be tried. The Prince 
Regent is expected here next week, and I have 
no doubt the general would like to present him 
with the keys of the city as a souvenir of his 
fu*st visit to his army.” 

Bertram has since informed me that Max turned 
very pale on hearing this. The colonel, however, 
was too much occupied with another matter, which 
had just been reported to him, to notice his con¬ 
sternation. Even had he done so, I doubt very 
much whether he would have had any suspicion 
of the cause which had given rise to it. Later 
that evening he sent an orderly to call Max to his 
presence once more. 
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** I have spoken to the general,” he said, “ and I 
may tell you that he is favourably inclined towards 
the scheme you have submitted. He desires to 
question you upon the subject personally, so that 
you had better make your way to his quarters 
with me and tell him everything.” 

Max did as he was directed, and followed his 
colonel along the hillside to the chateau^ where 
General Groplau had taken up his residence. When 
they arrived, the general was in his study, dictati]|g 
despatches; in consequence, some twenty minutes 
or half an hour elapsed before an aide-de-camp 
entered the hall and ordered Max into the great 
man’s presence. Groplau looked up at him with 
those piercing eyes which seemed to be able to 
read a man at a glance, and then inquired his 
name and regiment. Max replied, giving the name 
he had assumed on joining the army. 

“Your commanding officer,” said the other, “has 
informed me that you and one of your fellow-men 
are desirous of making an attempt to enter the 
city. Furnish me, in detail, with your plan.” 

Thus encouraged. Max set to work and gaVe the 
general an outline of the idea he had formed in 
his own mind. After he had finished, the other 
rapped upon the writing-table softly with his 
fingers, and his brow was knitted in thought. On 
his calling for a plan it was brought to him, and he 
studied it attentively. 

“ I hear you have already crossed the river under 
cover of night. Is this so ? ” 
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Max respectfully replied that it was, whereupon 
the other put several further questions to him. 
When he had heard the answers he consulted a 
note-book, which he took from his pocket, and then 
once more turned to the plan before him. 

You have an adventurous spirit,” he said, look¬ 
ing up after some minutes had elapsed. “ I have 
heard of you before. If I am not mistaken, you 
are the man to whom I offered a commission, and 
surprised me by declining it. Is that not so?” 

Max replied in the affirmative, and when he saw 
the searching way in which the general scanned 
his face, began to wish he had not been so ready 
to come to headquarters, 

“Well, well,” said the other at last, “you have 
your own good and sufficient reasons, I suppose; 
reasons which have nothing whatsoever to do with 
me. However, with regard to this scheme of yours, 
it seems feasible, and if you are willing to make 
the attempt I shall be pleased to grant you the 
necessary permission. A dark night njust be 
chosen, however, and the men must be selected 
with Che utmost care. If your attempt is success¬ 
ful, you will have done a deed which I do not 
think you will have reason ever to regret. If it 
fails, I don’t suppose we shall hear of you again. 
Now you can go and make your preparations. 
Inform your commanding officer of everything you 
do. And, above all, do not act until you hear from 
me.” 

Thus encouraged, Max spent the next few days 
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in preparing for the desperate attempt upon which 
he and Bertram had so set their hearts. There was 
so much to be done, so many matters to be ar*- 
ranged; there were competent and trustworthy 
men to be chosen and instructed in the parts they 
were to play, and, above all, there was the necessity 
of preventing the enemy from having any suspicion 
of what they were about to do. ^ 

December 12th, as, alas! many unfortunate 
families have good reason to remember, open^ 
with sunshine and was more like a spring than 
a winter’s day. Towards noon, however, clouds 
appeared iii the sky, a cold wind blew from the 
mountains, until, as day closed in, snow commenced 
to fall, and showed every sign of continuing. 
Nothing could have been better suited to the ex¬ 
pedition Max had in view. To his commanding 
officer he applied for permission to act that night, 
which permission, all the necessary preparations 
being made, was readily accorded him. It was 
still snowing heavily, and, in consequence, the 
night was so dark and thick that it was scarcely 
possible to see half a dozen steps ahead. ** 
though the recollections of that dreadful time must 
naturally be for me, for the honour of my House, 
I like to try and picture Max as he was at that 
moment. It was his fertile brain which had origin¬ 
ated the scheme; it was he who was leading the 
assault. His valour was well known to the men 
who were accompanying him, and they wotdd 
follow wherever he might lead; nevertheless, I 
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fancy they would have gone with him with even 
greater eagerness had they been aware that their 
leader was also their king. In order that their 
presence should run no risk of attracting attention, 
the order was given to advance towards the river 
in skin^shing order. Once there they laid them¬ 
selves ^wn in a sheltered spot upon the bank and 
waited^hile Max, who this time would not permit 
Bertram to accompany him, made his preparations 
Jpr crossing the river, A small raft, capable of 
carrying the implements and the stores it was 
necessary he should take with him, had already 
been built, and this, with its precious cargo, was 
now placed in the stream. The men had been 
instructed before setting out that not a word was 
to be spoken or a movement made until Max re¬ 
joined them. Then, creeping down the ‘bank, he 
lowered himself into the black, icy water below, 
and struck out for mid-stream, pushing his raft 
before him as he went. So heavy was the snow¬ 
storm, and consequently so dark was the night, 
tliat he could see nothing of his direction, and was 
therefore compelled to trust mainly to chance, in 
order to arrive safely at the proper spot on the 
other side. Above all, he knew he must make no 
noise. While, under existing conditions, he had 
small fear of being observed by the sentries on the 
battlements above, yet he had no desire to run 
any unnecessary risks. Only let one of them, he 
argued, entertain the least suspicion of what was 
going on below, and farewell to the success of his 
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plans. As events turned out, he was luckier than 
he expected to be. Having made better allowance 
for the sluggish current than he had imagined, he 
was at last rewarded by feeling the further side 
of the raft grating against the bank. Next moment 
his feet touched the bottom, and he knew<^that he 
was at his destination. So far, everything And pro¬ 
gressed admirably, but it was at this point mat his 
real work began. Having reached the security of 
the bank, he removed the various articles from th^ 
raft, drew it out of the water, and placed it care¬ 
fully against the wall. He feared that if he sent 
it floating on down stream, it might chance to be 
observed from the gates, and thus suspicion be 
aroused. Then, with as little noise as possible, he 
§et to work to dig a hole at the foot of the wall; 
this finished, he began another one, a short distance 
fip-ther along the shelving bank. The ground was 
frozen, and so loud did the ring of the pick seem 
upon it that every moment he expected to receive 
-a challenge from the walls above and to hear a 
bullet whistle across the water. 

# 

In something less than an hour, however,* the 
mines with which he had been furnished were 
properly laid, after the fashion in which he had 
•been instructed by the engineers. Now, if only 
he could manage to apply the match to the slow 
fuses unseen by the enemy, and to make his way 
back to the men who were waiting for him on the 
opposite bank, all appeared as if it would be wdl. 
Using the raft he had brought with him as a 
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screen, he lit a match and applied it to the fuse. 
As soon as it had ignited, he crept along the bank 
and did the same to the second mine; then, having 
reassured iiimself that both were burning steadily, 
be slipped into the water and struck out to join 
his conyades, and to await the result of his labours. 
As he /eached the opposite shore the clocks in the 
beleaguered city struck midnight, the hour at which 
the remainder of the troops were to take up their 
^sitions at the various posts assigned to them. 
Snow was still falling heavily, and the wind blew 
mournfully across the plain as if in anticipation of 
the agonizing drama that was soon to be acted. 
The fuses were timed to burn twenty minutes, and 
long before that time had elapsed it was certain 
that the guards would be changed at the maiit 
gates, the objective it was so necessary they should 
reach. To the hundred men crouching upon th^ 
bank every minute seemed an hour. To Max, we| 
and cold as he was, each was like an eternity. 
He was possessed by all sorts of fears. What if • 
the fuses should have gone out I Wh^t if any 
mistake should have been made in the arrange¬ 
ments, and the troops not be in their proper places 
at the stipulated time! What if, when they had 
broken in, the garrison should turn out and inter¬ 
cept them before they should reach the main gate 
and overpower the guard! In the horrible un¬ 
certainty of the moment, anything seemed likely 
to ha]^)en. Again and again he tried to be patient, 
but his efforts were in vain. Surely the fuses must 
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be near the mines by this time. If daylight shcmldi 
come all would be lost. He looked about him as 
the thought occurred, almost expecting Jo see the 
dawn breaking over the mountains. l|ien, with 
a suddenness that was terrifying, and with a^itiar 
that might have been heard for many mfteSf ] 
with a wealth of flame that lit up the couni^y-side, 
the first of the mines exploded, followed s^rcelyi 
an instant later by its fellow. For a moment the 
air was filled with the shattered fragments of the^ 
walls, some of which fell among the men waiting 
on the river bank, some in the river itself, but none 
in the doomed city. Then Max sprang to his feet. 

“ Come, my lads,” he cried, “ follow me I ” 

Rifle in hand he dashed into the river, the men 
imitated his example, and almost before any one 
could haVe told what had happened they were half¬ 
way to the other side. Before they reached the 
opposite bank, however, the sound of another ex¬ 
plosion on the further side of the city came to 
them, followed by a heavy cannonading and the 
shrieking of shells. It was the ruse which the^ 
had arranged to adopt in order to mak;e«tbe 
enemy believe that the principal attack would take 
place on that side. Panting after their swim, the 
men clambered up the bank, which was now littered 
with fragments of masonry. A breach between 
thirty and forty feet in length had been made in 
the wall, and through this they dashed. In the 
city, by this time, the bells were pealing and bugles 
sounding. The street, however, immediately behind 
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the breach was empty, and now a distance of 
scarcely a hundred yards separated them from the 
main gate. 

“On, on, my lads!’* cried Max; and with his party 
bdiind^him he dashed along the thoroughfare. As 
he waAf%ell aware, the success of their enterprise 
upon the next few minutes. If they could 
not capture the gate, all the rest was useless. At 
last they reached the corner of the street, in which 
,$tands the ancient church of Saint Peter and Saint 
Paul. It looked very peaceful in its white mantle, 
but, sad to say, that mantle was destined to be 
stained with crimson soon enough. Only a few 
yards now separated them from the gate, and al¬ 
ready, by the light of the great lantern above the 




arch, they could discern the hurrying figures of the 
guard^^^ 1 

^AfidUpl^ried Max, in a voice that rang through 

^ trumpet-call. A moment 
the enemy, and the ghastly 
||mMn|||||||M *l9ever before had the old 

such a scene. The issuoi 
for a mometd in doubt. Out^ 
llsfperate as we^e their 
^niggle had sdlfcely 
begun«ih^Pi€j|p|M^ The main entrance to 

the llpw iii their possession. Max struck 

apptl^it td the precious rocket he had 


amSMit td the i^cious rocket he had 
l»o%ht for that purpose. There was 

a sligl&t noise, and ^n the fiezy note of 

Ixioinf^ shot"^up into the darkness, throwing out 
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myriad blue lights to acquaint the troops who were 
waiting outside that the capture of the gate had 
been effected. By this time, however, the guns 
which had been trained upon the bridge from the 
market square were manned by gunners, and a hail 
pi grape was showered upon the gallant littl| band. 
The keys of the gate were, of course, in t^ pos¬ 
session of the governor of the city, but Max knew 
that before many minutes could elapse the en¬ 
gineers would be blowing it in, as if it were of 
tissue paper. All this time the three guns were 
doing terrible execution. Almost half of his small 
force had fallen, and he knew that unless they were 
stopped certain death would be the portion of the 
remainder. 


“ Those guns must be silenced I ” he cried. “ For¬ 
ward, my lads, and let us do it I '* 

The g^lant fellows replied with a cheer, and 
regardless of the storm of bullets that was being 
pc^a^ in upon them, dashed across the s|okes^^^ 
th^||ii^^et-place towards the spot wh^ 

It was madness even to dream' 

Codld^’^ successful, but the madnes^) 
it, certainly heroic. Rudolf 

tliy^ant cdi^ral of Max’s own compahy^ell,^i|t 
the heart, before^ .they had 
yards; fair-hahrM Otto S^cz, 'v^ho loo|Ml|^^a 
poitjmd ivho fQ|;tght ^ like ^ 

than 

the miEn th^ 
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to come on. Gaining fresh courage by his example, 
they hurled themselves upon the gunners. Once 
there nothing could stand against them. The men 
went down like corn before the sickle. They had 
scarcely captured them, however, before the wel¬ 
come s<jund of an explosion reached them from the 
main jjfate. The great doors, which had remained 
closed for so long, were burst asunder and imme¬ 
diately our troops poured into the city. Furious 
^cannonading was still proceeding on the other side, 
while the garrison, roused from sleep, and sur¬ 
rounded on every hand, were unable to tell what to 
‘ do or whom to attack first. One portion of the 
troops hastened to the west side, the remainder, 


marching to the east, were met by the brigade 
which had entered through the main gate. Mean- 
while,*enother strong detachment of our'army had 
crossed the river, and having made its way in, by 
means of the breach by which Max and his party 
had entered, passed quickly through the streets to 
the ^e^ square of the city, thus effectually |^e- 
yenting the two forces frmn joining compstny again.; 
Sb Iwift^ and well were these arrangements ^ 


om, that no hitch of any sort occurred, and thoqgl| 
fei^semae little time the fighting was vibry sever^ ifi 
^Wters, when day dawned the enem^^^s 
gek^r^^ing how futile further resistance vyould, 

If^nst the city fellt hands. 

tiMl, W %aagtogs4 Wttog }»q?n coApleteaf and 
j^80<ntj^^ner&&^lal4;9^ al^^ibdrty {o think 
^lhe#lnnJ|%giTe pi«d^’tii|4nq1uiies ^uld 
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be made concerning the whereabouts of the man to 
whom their great success was mainly due. 

To take up the thread of my story again at the 
point where I left off, in order to describe the victory 
gained by our troops, it is necessary that I should re¬ 
vert to the disastrous effect upon Max’s sma/1 force. 
Feeling sure that it would be only a que^ion of 
time before the guns would be retaken from him, 
and realizing that if they were left in their present 
position, they would in all human probability be^ 
turned upon the brigade now entering by the main 
gate, he and his men between them dragged them 
from the spot to a dark alley on the other side of * 
the square, where it was unlikely they would be i 
found in time to work further mischief. They had 
scarcely done this before they, in their turn, were 
compelled to beat a retreat before a regiment that 
was coming towards them at the double- Nothing 
was left, therefore, but for them to ascend the steps 
leading to the old church to which I have before 
referred. Seeing them, the enemy poured a volley 
intd the portico of the sacred building, and then 
prepared to drive them out with the bayonet. Here, 
however, the small band that was left had son^ 
what of an advantage. Being in the dark ‘ 
selves, and having what light there was in frdnt of 
them, they could se^ their foes^ who docdd hot 
them. Wearied, however, as they were, it 
possible, that they could hold out for lOQ^. ^ 
pile of the dead that lay at the ^oqt steps 

when dawn broke was a proof, if any%ere 
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of the gallantry with which they fought It was 
not long before a force was despatched to their 
assistance, and the enemy retired, having lost thirty 
men in that short encounter. 

“ Who are you and how do you come to be here?” 
inquire^d the officer of the relieving force, as he 
ascenc)ied the steps. Max informed him, but had 
scarcely sufficient strength left to articulate the 
words. When he had finished he fell back against 
the wall, knowing that he was wounded and be¬ 
lieving it to be to the death. The officer—it was 
Fritz von Mulhaus—caught him in his arms before 
• he could touch the ground, while Bertram, who was 
unwounded, hastened to his side. Between them 
they laid him gently down. 

“ Let me lie so,” said Max; “ I think it is all over 
with me now. Can you tell me if the city is ours?” 

There is not the least doubt about it, I should 
say,” Mulhaus replied. “ And if it is, we owe it to 
you,” 

**And to the brave fellows who accompanied 
me,” answered Max faintly. “ I could have done 
*aotihiiig without them. And now you must not 
. fetay with me. I shall be quite comfortable here.” 

But Mulhaus would not be sent away. Whatever 
the circumstances might be, he would not leave him 
VLUiti he haQ seen him conveyed to a house near by, 
and until he himself had given orders that a surgeon 
shoul^tb]|jje sent for. 

**|iiv|i^yop dlscoyered what became of the man 
who led the storming party ? ” "inquired General 
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Groplau, when his aide-de-camp returned to the 
house which he had made his headquarters. 

“ I have seen him, sir,” the officer replied ; “and 
I have questioned the surgeon who is attending to 
him. If he is not a dead man by this time, he very 
soon will be.” 

f 

“ That is sad news, indeed,” answered the gjeneral. 
“He was a brave man, and there is no doubt that we 
owe all our success to him. I should have liked to 
have presented him to Prince Paul. He would have 
rewarded him as he deserves. Well, well, it’s the' 
fortune of war.” 

Two hours earlier, I had crossed the border and 
at mid-day, if all went well, I should be with the 
army. At ten o’clock, as we halted in a liny village, 
news was brought me from the front, and, for the 
first time; I learnt the story of the city’s downfall. 
The officer who brought it gave me a description 
of a certain private soldier’s bravery, and informed 
me that the brave fellow was reported to,be mor¬ 
tally wounded. 

“ God grant he may live till I have an opportunity 
of giving him my thanks for the service he 4ias 
rendered his king and country.” 

Then turning to one of the equerries, with whom 
Max had played as a boy, I continued, “ This is a 
deed which the king would have lov^ to ^are;,” 

Then we pushed on for the city, little hyo^g 
the surprise that awaited me there. 



CHAPTER XX 

I T was with feelings of the liveliest gratitude to 
Providence, and pride in our gallant' soldiers, 
that I reached the city of Zaarfburg, some ten hours 
(ft so after its capitulation. A large proportion of 
the army corps which had so long invested it was 
drawn up on the plain to receive me. The re¬ 
mainder were occupied in the city itself, where also, 
at the time of my arrival, was General Groplau 
himself, busied with affairs of State. A more 
triumphal progress than I made through the cheer¬ 
ing soldiery could scarcely be imagined; indeed, 
if any proof were wanting of the popularity, of the 
return of our house to Pannonia, it might have been 
discovered in their enthusiasm. For the timel 5 eing, 
discipline appeared to be thrown to the winds; 
helmets were waved on bayonet points, salvo after 
salvo of <dieering followed me along the line, until, 
at on^ point, it yras with the utmost difficulty I 
couli ur^e my horse forward, so eager were the 
to pre^ about me and to assure me of their 
loyalty an 4 devotion. At last, however, we reached 
the bridge, the same which leads to the now famous 
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city. What would I not have given to have had 
Ottilie beside me then? It was a moment to be re¬ 
membered all one’s life long. As I write, the whole 
scene rises before my eyes. Once more I can see 
the old stone gateway, the long wall on either side 
of it, broken in one place, where Max and his storm¬ 
ing party had made their desperate entry, and from 
the gateway itself General Groplau and his staff 
advancing to receive me. There were tears in the 
old man’s eyes as he came forward to welcome me 
in the name of the army, and an unaccustomed 
huskiness in his voice as he spoke the words. He 
had done his duty, and the pleasure of being in & 
position to hand to me the keys of the city, whose 
fall it was well known would practically bring 
about the end of the war, was not the smallest part 
of his reward. Side by side we passed under the 
arch, and emerging into the city itself, made our 
way towards the Council House, which, for the time 
being, he had made his headquarters. Here a State 
Council was convened, at which many important 
matters connected with the capture of the city and 
the treatment of the prisoners were discuss^. 
After this the various officers who had especially 
distinguished themselves during the siege, and also 
in the capture of the city that day, were presented 
to me. 

** And now. General,” said I, this latter perenlony 
being at an end, ” what news have you to give me 
of the man to whose bravery we, to all intents and 
purposes, owe the city? Th^ messenger you sent 
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to me this morning informed me that he was 
seriously wounded, and that the gravest doubts 
were entertained as to his recovery.” 

“ I regret having to inform your Royal Highness 
that the man’s condition is desperate in the ex¬ 
treme,” the general replied. “ He now lies in the 
house to which he was conveyed immediately after 
he was discovered. All that is possible has been 
done, but I fear without avail. His condition was 
jjopeless from the first.” 

“ Pray take me to him,” I said, ** in order that I 
may thank him for the service he has rendered his 
Icing and country. Since his condition is so dan¬ 
gerous, it would be inadvisable to postpone the 
matter for any length of time. Let us, therefore, 
set ofif at once.” 

So saying, we left the Council Hall, and made 
our way towards the house to which the dying man 
had been carried. There is nothing in this world 
presents a sadder picture, I think, than a city a few 
hours after it has been captured by the'enemy. 
While the actual fighting continues there is an 
excitement which relieves the tension, but when all 
is over, and nothing more remains to be done, its 
condition is pitiable in the extreme. Traces of the 
recent struggle were to be observed on every hand. 
Half-starved men, women, and children wandered 
aimlessly about the streets, patrols marched by 
continually with prisoners; here and there were 
hodkA of dead men, which the bearers had not yet 
had tkne to collect and remove; while the guns, 
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which had wrought such havoc on the little band 
who had first entered the city and seized the main 
gate, still stood in the place to which they had been 
dragged, and bearing eloquent testimony to the 
heroism which had conveyed them thither. At 
last we reached the house for which we were 
making. It was the residence of one Jacob Hertz, 
a watchmaker, whom, when we entered, we found 
seated on his bench, as deeply immersed in his 
work as if there had been no such thing as war^ 
and nothing worth attending to in life save the 
mechanism of the chroniclers of time on the shelf 
beside him. It was not until later that we learnt* 
that his wife and daughter had died during the 
siege, and that his only remaining son had been 
killed th^t morning in the attack upon the gate. 
Providence, more merciful than man, had deprived 
•him of his senses, and thus his misery sat more 
lightly upon him than others. I made it my busi¬ 
ness, when everything was settled, in memory of 
the brother I loved so well, to provide for his re¬ 
maining days. It was reported to me, however, 
that my action, well intended though it was, wUs of 
small avail, for he took no interest in anything save 
his business, remaining to the end an eloquent, 
though a by no means solitary, witness of one of 
the most sanguinary struggles this nineteenth 
century has seen, 

A messenger had previously informed the doctot 
in charge of the sick man of our coming, and that 
official now waited upon us. Groplau presented 
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him to me, and I inquired the condition of his 
patient. 

“ I fear it is a hopeless case,” he answered, shak¬ 
ing his head. “ Tis a wonder indeed that he is 
alive now to see your Highness. All that science 
can do has been done for him, and now I think it 
would be more charitable to allow him to reach the 
end without subjecting him to any further torture.” 

“ I am sorry to hear that,” I said. “ It certainly 
^seems hard that he should not live to reap the re¬ 
ward of his bravery. By the way, have you any 
idea of his history ? General Groplau informs me 
^that some time since, when he offered him a com¬ 
mission, he declined the honour for reasons of his 
own. I should like to know all you can tell me 
concerning him, that I may help him if possible.” 

“ I can tell your Highness nothing,” the doctor 
replied. ” From what I know of him, he is a very 
reserved fellow, and though his comrades have for 
a long time regarded him as a hero, and would do 
anything for him, he has only one friend, an 
Pnglishman, who is in the room with him now, 
and!* who seldom leaves his side.” 

“An Englishman?” I said, with some surprise. 
“ That is strange. The man himself is, of course, 
a Pannonian ? ” 

“Without a doubt,” the doctor replied. “But 
since he converses fluently in English with his 
friend, I should say it is probable that he has spent 
some considerable time in that country.” 

Fearing to waste more time, 1 bade the doctor 
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conduct me to the dying man’s room. How little 
did I dream the discovery I was to make there! 

The chamber was situated on the first floor, and 
looked out upon the street. When I entered th^ 
room, a private soldier was bending over the bed, 
smoothing the pillow beneath the dying man's head. 
His figure came between us, and for this reason 
the other's face was hidden from me. The doctor 
advanced to the bedside, and felt the man’s pulse. 

“ My friend,” said he, “ let me tell you that you 
are the recipient of a great honour. His Royaf 
Highness the Prince Regent has paid you the 
compliment of coming himself to see you.” * 

The man did not answer, but, knowing all that 
I do now, I can well understand the struggle that 
was going on within his breast. Then 1 advanced 
to the bedside. 

"My man,” I said, "it is seldom one hears of 
such bravery as yours. Your general has told me 
everything, and I have come to thank you in the 
name of your-” 

1 had progressed no further than this when I 
stopped suddenly. A fear such as I had never 
known in my life before had taken possession of 
^ me, rendering me speechless and almost paralysed. 
No, it could not be true! It was impossible that 
such a thing could be even thought of. Scarcely 
daring to trust the evidence of my eyes, I looked 
igain. No, there could be no doubt of it, no doubt 
at all. The man lying upon the bed before me was 
none other than Max, l^x my brother, the man 
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for*whom I had searched throughout the world. 
With a cry that came from my heart I threw my¬ 
self beside the bed and took his hand in mine. 

" Max I Max! ” I cried, regardless of the people 
standing by, " have 1 found you at last ? At last, 
Max, at last ? 

“At last, Paul,” he answered, with a curious 
smile upon his face. “ Yes, you have found me at 
last.” 

I could not utter another word, but repeated his 
* name again and again. 1 had found him, the man 
for whom I had searched so long, and whom I had 
scarcely even dared to hope to see again. Yes, it 
was quite true that I had found him, but in what a 
state! Mad, indeed, had I been not to have looked 
for him in the ranks of Pannonia’s army. I might 
have known that when she called he would not be 
the last to answer. And yet to think of him as he 
was now. 

“ Max,” I faltered, “ why did you not let me know 
you were here ? ” 

“Because you would have sought me out,” he 
' answered. “ Believe me, Paul, it is far better as it 
is. I have no regrets. I have fought for you and 
for her, and that makes me quite happy.” 

“ You do not know how we have loved you, or 
how we have searched for you,” I said; “ and to 
meet like this! Oh, Max! it is more than I can, 
bear.” ^ 

At this point the doctor came forward and ex¬ 
amined him. I glanced anxiously at the former's 
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face, but what I saw there was not calculated 
to reassure me. 1 accordingly drew him on one 
side. 

“ Tell me frankly," 1 said, ** is his condition quite 
hopeless ? " 

“ Quite," he replied. “ It is marvellous that he 
has lingered for so long.” 

" You are quite sure that nothing can be done for 
him? Remember that he is the King." 

" I regret having to say that nothing more can be 
done," said the doctor, visibly moved at my distress.^ 

1 turned to Groplau, who was standing at the 
foot of the bed. « 

"General," I said, " unknown to you, it was your 
King who won for you the city." 

The general came forward and dropped upon his 
knee. 

" Oh, if your Majesty had only told me I ” he 
said; "if only I had not been so blind!” 

"So blind?" asked Max, as if he did not quite 
understand what the other implied. 

"Yes, so blind," the general continued. “Ever 
since that day on which I offered you the commis-** 
Sion, your face has haunted me. I felt sure I had 
seen it before, but I could not tell where. I did not 
think of the days when you were a little boy, and 
played with my sword. If only I had known, how 
different things would have been I ” 

/" I would rather have them as they are,” said 
Max feebly. “ 'Tis better so, believe me. If I had 
to live my life again, I would no!t omit this portion 
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of it for anything. And now leave me alone with 
my brother. Something tells me we shall not have 
much more time together.” 

The others did as he commanded, and when the 
door was closed upon them once more, I took my 
place at his side. He took my hand in his, and his 
dark eyes looked lovingly upon me. 

“Paul,” he said, “that old gipsy woman was 
right after all when she inferred that you would be 
King. My dear old brother, don’t think I grudge 
you the honour. Heaven knows I do not. You 
will make a better king than I should ever have 
done. I have never even been able to rule myself; 
how much less, then, should I have been able to 
rule others ? And now tell me of yourself. There 
is not much time to waste. Our mother and father 
are dead?” 

“Yes,” I answered; “and they died loving you 
and speaking of you to the last.” 

“ And Ottilie ? ” 

“ She loves you too,” I replied. “ Site has en¬ 
couraged me in ray search for you, and will be 
stricken with grief when she hears that I have 
found you too late.” 

Here I broke down altogether, and sobbed with 
my head upon my hands. 

“My dear old fellow,” said Max, stroking my 
hair, “ you must not give way like this. Thefe is 
, nothing to be sorry for. I have fought for my 
coimtry, and have given my life for her, as so many 
thousands of other men have done. Fate has 
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played with me all my life, but in death she is 
kinder than she has ever been before.” 

There was another short pause, during which I 
knelt beside him, his hand resting upon my shoul¬ 
der. Never in my life before had I suffere^ such 
agony as I did then. Max, on the other hand, was 
quite calm; he spoke of our father and mother; 
later, of our country and her future. 

Please God, happier days are in store for her,” 
he said. “ You will make a good king, Paul, and 
under your rule she will prosper as she has not* 
done for years past. Ottilie will make you a noble 
queen, and together you will win the love and^ 
admiration of your people. I should have liked to 
see you happy together.” 

At this I again broke down completely. 

“Oh, Max!” I faltered, “do not talk of us. 
What will anything mean to Ottilie and myself 
tehen we have lost you?” 

As I spoke I thought of our boyhood, of the old, 
happy days in Pannonia, when we had been such 
firm and dear companions. 1 could recall nothing 
in Max’s character that was not self-sacrifioing', 
and to think that his life should end like this! I 
took his hand and held it tenderly in mine. Oh, 
why could I not give my life for his, and thus draw 
him back from that dark land into which he was so 
swiftly passing? That the end was very near 
there could be no doubt. Once more opening his 
eyes, which had remained closed for upwards of a 
minute, he whispered to me that he would like to 
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bid farewell to the general and to the man who had 
been his companion in so many strange places and 
under such different circumstances. Accordingly, 
I went to the door and called them in. Groplau 
was the first to advance towards the bed. The old 
man was genuinely affected. Max looked up at 
him and gave him his hand. Not a word passed 
between them; indeed, speech was unnecessary. 
There was a long silence, a hand grip, and then 
Groplau stepped back, and Bertram, the English¬ 
man, took his place. He made no attempt to conceal 
his grief. “ Good-bye,” said Max. “ You have been 
a good friend to me, Bertram; be as faithful to my 
brother. It is my wish that you should serve him. 
God bless you both! ” 

Bertram tried to speak, but his voice failed him, 
and he turned away with the tears streaming down 
his face. Then Max looked at me, and I went to 
him again. 

“Paul,” he said, but so feebly that I could 
scarcely hear the words, it is very near now. 
God bless you, Paul. Kiss me, dear old brother; 
weive been-” 

Stooping, I kissed him on the forehead, on which 
the dews of death were quickly gathering. 

Then, softly as a tired child, he fell asleep. 

Maximilian, the uncrowned King of Pannonia, 
was deadl 



CHAPTER XXI 

T he last moments of a loved friend or relative 
are, and must be, sacred. Let it suffice, there-, 
fore, that for some minutes after my poor brother 
had drawn his last breath 1 knelt beside the bed in 
silent prayer, then, with one last look at the face I 
loved so well, I left the room, taking Bertram with 
me. General Groplau would, I knew, make all the 
necessary arrangements. In the meantime it 
behoved me to summon another council, and that 
done, to despatch messengers to the capital with the 
sad intelligence. Within an hour a proclamation 
had been issued, and it was known that the King, 
who had been missing for so long, had in reality 
been serving with his army, and had given his life,^ 
as unostentatiously as its humblest unit, for<he* 
country he loved so well. The announcement was 
received with a sort of stupefaction by the army. 
If the news caused a sensation in their ranks, how¬ 
ever, 1 could imagine how much greater the sur¬ 
prise would be in Europe generally. Remembering 
this, one of my first acts was to communicate with 
Ottilie, in order that she might hear the sad intelli¬ 
gence from me personally, before receiving it from 
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any other source. For you to realize the effect that 
the finding of Max, under such mournful circum¬ 
stances, had upon me would be impossible. Indeed, 
every one and everything around me seemed to 
share the impression. The silent, almost deserted 
streets, the unhappy townsfolk (though they were 
unhappy from another cause), and even the dull, 
leaden sky overhead, seemed to mourn with me. 
We had won a great victory, it is true, but at what 
a cost to me and to the nation of which I was now 
*the head! 

The council being over, and the official communi¬ 
cation of the news sent forth to the world, I gave 
orders that Bertram should be admitted to my 
presence. So far I had not had much opportunity 
of observing him; now, however, I found him a tall, 
well-set-up young Englishman of the higher middle 
class. 

“Mr. Bertram,** I said in English, “you may 
remember what my poor brother said to me con¬ 
cerning you, just before he died. He said he trusted 
that you would be as good a friend to me as you 
'had been to him. May I hope that you will enter 
my service, as he wished ? “ 

“ I will do so, if your Majesty really desires it,** 
he answered. “ Though I scarcely know in what 
capacity I can serve you.” 

“ You can do so by proving yourself my friend,*’ 
I answered. 

Traces of grief still remained upon his face. It 
was certain that the affection he had shown to Max 
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was genuine, and that he mourned him nlmo^ as 
sincerely as I did myself. 

“ And now,*’ I said, “ I want you to tell me as 
much as you can of his life since you first met him. 
Remember, I know nothing. It is all mystery to 
me. Where did you meet him, and how does it 
come about that you’re in Pannonia together ? ” 

Thereupon he furnished me with a summary of 
Max’s life from the time when they first met in 
Brazil, beginning with the unhappy diamond expe¬ 
dition', and continuing until the moment was 
reached when Max fell mortally wounded on the 
steps of the church in the market-square. From 
his narrative, I was able to gather something, not 
only of Max’s past life, but also of the character of 
the man I had before me now Never once during 
his recital‘of the tale did he sound his own praises, 
or represent himself as playing anything but a 
secondary part in the drama that was destined to 
end so tragically. Instinctively I took a liking to 
the man; perhaps not so much because of the fact 
that he had been Max’s friend as because of what I 
felt to be his inherent good qualities. .When, at my 
request, he consented to serve me as one of my 
^gentlemen-in-waiting, I felt that I had secured a 
friend whose fidelity was in no way dependent upon 
the rewards or emoluments he might receive. Later 
in the afternoon, just as dusk was falling, I decided 
to pay another visit to the house where my brother 
was lying. Bertram accompanied me, as, all things 
considered, it was only fit and proper he should do. 
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was a cheerless evening that greeted us when 
we set out. Dusk, as I have said, was falling, and 
an icy wind blew down the streets, which, save for 
a few soldiers, were almost deserted. On reaching 
the, house for which we were bound, we found that, 
by Groplau’s orders, a strong guard had been 
placed in the street before it. The officer in com¬ 
mand recognising us, saluted respectfully, where¬ 
upon we entered, to find the old clockmaker still at 
work in the shop below, heedless of the illustrious 
*dead who lay so still in the room above him. Ac¬ 
companied by Bertram, I ascended the stairs and 
entered the room, with which I was by this time so 
painfully familiar. Save that the death-chamber 
had been tidied, there was no change in its ar¬ 
rangements. Gazing upon that handsome face, so 
waxen in its pallor and yet so serenb, it was 
difficult to believe that he was really dead. Stepping 
softly, as if we feared we might wake him, we stood 
and looked at him, and as we did so, for some 
strange reason, I thought of the night when von 
Marquart had visited us in England, hnd I had 
seen my mother leaving Max’s room, weeping as 
she did so. How clear everything seemed to me 
now! Von Marquart had been struck with the 
Michael’s cross upon my forehead, and had allowed 
a sign of astonishment to escape him. At first, 
Max had been angry with me, but his better nature 
had eventually asserted itself, and he had vowed, 
as I so well remembered, that nothing should induce 
him to quarrel with me. Later, my mother had 
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gone to his room, in order that she might tell him 
how much she appreciated his generosity. Now 
both she and he were dead, and I was left alone to 
fight my battle in all the isolationf'^of kingships 
And yet I was not to be alone. Was there not one 
sweet-woman who had consented to share my throne 
with me? One woman who would advise and 
encourage me with all the strength and purity of 
her own disinterested love ? Nearly three months 
had elapsed since I had seen her, and to me it seemed 
an eternity. As I knelt beside the bed, I prayed for ^ 
help and guidance. Then, rising, and with one 
last long look, I left the room, accompanied by Ber- ‘ 
tram as before. That evening the body was to be 
conveyed to the Council Hall, where it would re¬ 
main closely guarded until the time should arrive for 
it to be rertioved to the capital for interment in our 
grand cathedral, where repose so many of our house. 
Side by side Bertram and I walked quickly back, 
for the night, as I have said, was cold, to the house 
where I had taken up my residence. We had only 
just left the market-square, and were approaching 
our destination, when we were suddenly confronted ’ 
by a man. So cutting was the wind, so keen the 
^ sleet that was now driving straight into our faces, 
that we did not become aware of his proximity 
until he had collided with BertrauL 

** Why don’t you look where you are going, my 
friend ? ” inquired the other, with a somewh^ 
foreign accent. “ Have you no eyes in your head?” 

Then he uttered a cry of surprise, and next 
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moment was running down the street as fast as his 
legs could carry him. 

** That was an unmannerly fellow,” I said to 
Bertram, who Was standing on the pavement watch¬ 
ing the othei:’s receding^ figure. 

To my * surprise, however, he did not answer. 
When he turned his face to me again, dark though 
it wail^jT could see that there was a look of extreme 
astonishment, if not of almost consternation, upon 
it. 

“ What is the matter ? ” I inquired, I fear a little 
sharply. “ Why do you look like that ? ” 

* ** That man,’* he answered. “ I must be mistaken, 
and yet-” 

** And yet what? ” I inquired. “ Come, my friend, 
tell me the reason of your extraordinary behaviour.” 

Bertram hesitated again before he replied. 

I only caught a glimpse of his face,” he said at 
length, “and yet I feel almost certain that the 
person who ran into me, and who bade me look 
where I was going, was none other than Rodriguez, 
one of the men who accompanied us on that fatal 
journey to the diamond fields in Brazil.” 

For a moment, for some reason that was not 
quite apparent to me, he seemed almost beside 
himself. He must have communicated this feeling 
to me, for 1 remember taking him by the arm and 
laughing loudly, though, Heaven knows, I was not 
in the humour to laugh at anything. 

“Have you taken leave of your senses?” I 
inquired scornfully, as soon as I had somewhat 
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recovered my self-control. “ How could Iffe be here 
now, and why, since he was then in South 
America, should he be in Zaarfburg, of all places 
in the world ? ’* ,, ^ 

But Bertram did not answer. For the moirieht it 
looked as if the shock he had received bad been too 
much for him. Whoever, or whatever, this inafl 
Rodriguez may have been, it is quite certaflr that 
the mere thought of meeting him again was sufficient ^ 
to exert a powerful influence over Max’s faithful 
friend. In silence we resumed our walk," an(f 
presently reached the house in which I had, for the 
time being, taken up my residence. Two houprst 
later my poor brother’s coffin was conveyed from 
the clockmaker’s house to the city hall, the great ^ 
council chamber of which had been converted into 
an impromptu chapelle ardente. A guard was 
placed upon it, while additional sentries were 
posted at the outer doors. 

At the council meeting that evening, it had been 
arranged that the remains should be conveyed to 
Pannonia on the day following, and that 1 shoi^ 
accompany them to the capital. Accordingly, at 
noon, amidst the thunder of artillery and the re¬ 
spectful homage of the army, we set out, escort^ by 
a regiment of cavalry, of which Max, as a boy, had 
been colonel-in-chief. Bertram, who was now a 
recognised member of my suite, accompanied me. 

My story has taken so long to tell that 1 have 
no time or space left me in which to do more than 
b^efly summarise that mournful journey. Let it 



^^LONG UVE THE KING'' 


355 


suiffiwSe, ^ISherefore, that every hamlet and town 
through which we passed received us with tokens 
of respect and sorrow. Whenever I think of that 
moj^xiful time» the picture of our return rises be¬ 
fore my mind’s eye. Dusk was falling as we 
entered onr ancient capital—the dusk of a cold, raw 
da^, quite in keeping with the sorrow which filled 
our fefearts. We found the streets crowded to their 
utmost holding capacity. Signs of mourning were 
to be observed on every hand. Short though the 
^ notiibe had been, the majority of the houses were 
draped in black, while overhead sounded the 
inqii^nfill tolling of bells. At the entrance to the 
city I |;ave up my horse, and for the remainder of 
^ the^diSta^^ followed the cortige on foot, my suite, 
the governor of the city and his staff*, the chief 
burgomaster and his councillors, imitating my ex¬ 
ample. As we passed slowly along the Graben 
towards the cathedral, 1 recalled the night when 
Max and 1 , with our father and mother, had said 
good-bye to the capital, and had gone mto exile. 

father and mother had never seen their coun- 
trjT* again, and now Max was coming back to it, 
unconscious of the fact, to take his last long rest 
in the old grey cathedral in which so many of our 
race lay buried. Slowly and solemnly, to the 
accompaniment of wailing bands, we crossed the 
King’s Square and approached the majestic pile, 
Whc^ roc^s and parapets towered above us thickly 
coated with snow. The deep tones of the bell 
echoed mournfully in the'gathering darkness, while 
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the troops that lined the streets presented'|p!||^Ri 
the crowd stood bareheaded as we passed, m lair 
we reached the foot of the cathedral stepSi where the 
white-robed clergy, with the archbishop—the 
who had baptized us—at their headi were whmiig 
to receive us. The coffin having been remoted 
from the hearse, and a new procession formed^ lee 
entered the church and passed up the central aiele, 
to the music of the Dead March, towards the spot 
where a catafalque had been prepared for the lying- 
in-state. Upon this we placed the casket that ^iboii- 
taihed the remains of our dear on^ 
short service had been conducted, 
honour mounted,, wo'loft the. cathed 
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the next day there was to be a public li 
state; and on the day following, the 
take place* In the meantime^ therein 
us to do. There were tibio 
various European sovereigns to be received gnd 
lodged, the precedence of each to be settled, 
their positions allotted by the chamberlains; widle 
there was also the progress of the war, to whii^ It 
was necessary that I should give almost unraodt- 
ting attention. Fortunately, however, that #a8 
nearly at an end. Indeed, it was as If 
had set the final seal upon It. As a matter 
it was rumoured that proposals for peaee 
already in course of formatkm, and were soon to 
be submitted. Later in the evening came the heWa 





Live the Kiu^! ] 


‘ A public lyin''-in-staic.' 


JJw 





357 


'•LONG LIVE THE KING" 

by tdegram that Ottilie and her father had crossed 
the Channel, and were on their way to Pannonia. 
I had scarcely received it when old Antoine, ijay 
ever-faithful groom of the chambers, entered my 
study to inform me that the Count von Marquart 
had arrived at the palace, and craved an audience 
with me. 

‘♦Admit him at once,” I said; and indeed I was 
glad to see him. His devotion to our house had 
never wavered. He had been one of the first to 
* greet me on my return to Pannonia, and it seemed 
only fit and proper that he should hasten to my 
side when I was in such dire distress as now. 
Neediest' to say I greeted him most cordially, and 
1 could see that he was much touched by my 
rece|«:i<Hi of him. 

^Thifi is a sad meeting^ indeed,” said he, as I 
gave him niy ha^^d. ‘‘It has affected me more 
deeply than I can say.” 

I^could see that y^^t he said was true, for the 
old man, as he stiM before me, was visibly over¬ 
come. He asked me certain questions concerning 
‘all«that had transpired, and furnished me with an 
outline of the various arrangements he had made. 
Never before had I realized the extent of the cere¬ 
monial which must be observed in such cases. We 
were still discussing this important matter when 
Antoine, with a scared expression upon his face, 
an eX|.ression which even his long training could 
not conceal, entered the room. Through the half* 
q)en door 1 could see old Strekwitz, the Grand 
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Chamberlain, and several people standing outside. 
Something was undoubtedly wrong, but what that 
something was I could not even conjecture. 

“ The Count von Strekwitz craves an audience,** 
said Antoine, more abruptly, 1 think, than he had 
ever addressed me before. 

“ Ask him to be good enough to see me in the 
morning,’* I answered sharply. “ Do you not notice 
that I am engaged with the Count von Marquart ? ” 

“ But, your Majesty, he states that his business 
is of the most important nature,” Antoine persisted. 
“He implores you to see him at once, and says 
that there is not a moment to lose.” 

“ Something has evidently gone wrong with his 
arrangements,” said von Marquart. “Perhaps it 
would be as well if he were admitted.” 

t 

“ As you please, as you please,” I continued, I 
am afraid, with a little irritation. Then, pulling 
out my watch, I added, as I looked at it, “It is 
nearly eleven o’clock. What possible business can 
he have with me that will not keep until the 
morning ? ” 

“ You will very soon discover,” the Count replied. 
“ Perhaps you would wish me to withdraw ? ” 

“By no means,” I answered. “It is possible I 
may stand in need of your advice.” 

A moment later Strekwitz entered the room, and 
from the moment that I looked at his face I saw 
that, whatever his news might lH, it was certain 
hi had not disturbed me without good cau%. The 
man w|is more upset than I had ever yet sm him; 
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his face was as white as the paper upon which 1 
am now writing, while his hand, when he rested it 
upon the table beside which he stood, shook so that 
the pens upon the penrack trembled and rattled 
against each other. 

Well, Count, what is the matter ? ” I inquired. 
“ What brings you here at this hour of the night ? " 
** The saddest news possible,” he replied. ** I 
scarcely know how to tell your Highness.” 

On hearing this a great fear took possession of 
me. What was I to learn? Could any disaster 
have befallen Ottilie ? Had that been so, however, 
von Marquart would have known it before Strek- 
witz, and I should have heard before both; but it 
was impossible to be logical at such a moment. 
When next I spoke I scarcely recognised my own 
voice, so anxious was it. 

“ There is nothing to be gained by beating about 
the bush,” I said. “ Whatever your tidings may 
be, let me know the worst. Have you bad news 
concerning the Princess ? ” 

He shook his head. 

♦**No, it does not concern her Highness,” he 
answered, ” yet I fear it will distress your Majesty 
as much. For my own part, I do not know what to 
think.” ^ 

‘‘ For goodness sake, man, get on with what you 
have to say,” Pianswered. ” Can’t you see how you 
arc distressing me? Let me hear your story at 
oacc.’*^ , 

‘‘Your Majesty 1 gave me orders to make the 
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necessary arrangements for the lying-in-state of 
your lamented brother.” 

“ I did,” I replied. “ What of that ? I know you 
better than to imagine that you have failed in your 
duties. What has occurred ? ” 

** Your Majesty informed me that you had 
brought the body from Zaarfburg?” 

“ I did. And you were present when it was 
admitted to the cathedral. What has happened 
since? Why do you not speak, man?” 

“ I fear that I must so far contradict your Majesty 
as to say that I was not present when it was ad¬ 
mitted to the cathedral. A great crime has been 
committed. I mean that it cannot be laid in state, 
since it is not there! ” 

“Not there?” I cried, springing to my feet, 
scarcely able to believe that I had heard aright. 
“ What do you mean by making such a statement ? 
What makes you say such a thing ? Are you not 
aware that I brought it with me from Zaarfburg?” 

“ I venture to say that it is not there,” he re¬ 
turned. “ The necessary preparations were made 
in my presence. On opening the coffin, however, 
we were amazed to find it empty, save for a few 
heavy weights. If the body had ever been placed 
^n it while in the city, it must have been removed, 
either there or en rotUe for this place.” 

“ My God 1 what can this mean ? ’’ I cried. “ Can 
you swear, Strekwitz, that what you say is correct ? 
Be careful, for I give you my word I am in no 
mood to be played with,” 
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Your Majesty should know me well enough by 
this time to be aware that I would not trifle with 
you upon such a matter,” he answered, somewhat 
reproachfully. “It has caused me the acutest 
sorrow. Alas, however, it is as I state.”; 

“In that case what is to be done?” 

For the moment the news stunned me, but it was 
not very long before I realized its dread importance. 
Von Marquart must also have done so, for once 
more came the question, this time from him: “ What 
is to be done ? ” We had not only ourselves, and 
the country, but the whole of Europe to consider. 
Von Marquart was the first to recover his com¬ 
posure. Turning to Strekwitz, he said,— 

“ How many people know this ? ” 

From what the other said it appeared that there 
were only three people in the secret, *in which 
number he included himself. As soon as the direful 
discovery was made he had been quick to insist 
upon the others keeping the intelligence to them¬ 
selves. He had been so imperative on this point 
that there was very little fear, he assured me, of 
"their making mischief. To make sure, however, I 
gave orders that they should be admitted to my 
presence in the morning, that I might further cau¬ 
tion them. Then addressing myself to von Mar¬ 
quart, I said,— 

“My poor brother’s body must be recovered at 
any cost. But that will take time, and how are we 
to set about the task ? To offer a reward would 
only be to publish the news abroad.” 
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Impossible, your Majesty, impossible,** von 
Marquart replied. “ In the interests of the country ^ 
that is not to be thought of. It would be taken as 
a bad omen, and until the dynasty has been more 
firmly established, public opinion must be con¬ 
sidered before everything else. Let us review the 
facts of the case and endeavour to discover when 
and where the crime could have been perpetrated. 
Where did your Majesty see the dead man for the 
last time ? ” 

“ In the clockmaker’s house at Zaarfburg,” I ^ 
replied. 

“And the house itself?’* 

“ Was closely guarded,” I answered. “ From the 
house the coffin was conveyed to the city hall, 
where it lay until we started on the journey here.” 

“ Would it have been possible, think you, for it 
to have been tampered with while at the city 
hall?” 

“Quite impossible, I should say. There were 
guards at the entrance to the room itself, and sen¬ 
tries were posted at the great doors below. In fact,^ 
I would be prepared to swear that no one entered* 
the room save myself and my brother’s faithful 
^ friend.” 

“ Your brother’s friend ? ” von Marquart repeated 
suspiciously. “ Who is he ? Perhaps he can throw 
some light upon the affair.** 

This point had never struck me, and I thereupon 
told Strekwitz to summon Bertram to my presence 
without delay. He did so, and a few minutes lateti 
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the man we wanted entered the room. Strekwitz 
had told him nothing, so that he was quite unpre¬ 
pared for the news I had to give him. On hearing 
it his grief was as great, and plainly as sincere, as 
my own had been. 

I can scarcely believe it,” he said, after he had 
heard what we had to tell. “ What possible motive 
can any one have had for such a dastardly deed ? ” 

I could furnish him with no answer that would 
be in any way satisfactory. Strekwitz inclined to 
the belief that it was the work of the enemy—an act 
of revenge, in fact, for the defeat they had suffered 
at our hands. Von Marquart, however, ridiculed 
the notion. 

“ No,” he said, “ there is more behind it than meets 
the eye. We must look elsewhere for a ^lution of 
the mystery.” 

Suddenly Bertram uttered an exclamation. 

“Why on earth didn’t I think of it sooner?” he 
cried. “ If I’m not mistaken, I can explain every¬ 
thing.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked impatiently. 
“ What do you remember ? Tell us quickly.” 

“The man I ran into, in the street at Zaarfburg,” 
he replied. “ Rodriguez, who was with us in South 
America. Was it possible that his appearance in 
the city was only a coincidence, or had he some more 
sinister object in view? He was aware of the 
mystmious marks upon your brother’s body, and 
knew they were connected with the hidden dia¬ 
monds. S^ing that he was dead, and that he might 
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never have another opportunity, is it not quite pos¬ 
sible that he would be anxious to penetrate the 
secret before it was too late?” 

All this was so much Greek to von Marquart and 
Strekwitz. They knew nothing, it must be remem¬ 
bered, of Max’s past life, consequently they had not 
heard of Moreas, or of the now famous expedition 
in search of the diamonds. In a few words I en¬ 
lightened them, and then we fell to considering the 
problem that Bertram had set before us. His theory, 
though extraordinary, certainly seemed feasible 
enough. 

“ This is what puzzles me, however,” said Ber¬ 
tram, who had been silent for a few moments. “ If 
he were able to get near enough to the body to 
examine it, why did he take it away? It would 
be of no use to him, and would be a source of 
continual danger. No I I am very much afraid that 
there is something else behind it. Some other 
person is pulling the strings. Rodriguez would be 
a mere tool.” 

“ One thing is quite certain,” said von Marquart, 
walking towards the fireplace as he spoke, “ahd 
that is that we must find this man. If we can once 
^et hold of him we shall be able to discover a way to 
make him speak. The rest should then be easy.” 

“But how on earth are we to catch him?” I 
inquired. “ He would scarcely be likely to remain 
in Zaarfburg. Besides, there is no time. It is only 
three days before the State funeral will take placOi 
and it is most improbable that we shall be able to 
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regain possession of the body in that short space of 
time. It will be sad news indeed to give to the 
world.** 

“It must not be given,” said von Marquart im¬ 
peratively. “ They must know nothing of it.’* 

“ But, good heavens I man,” I cried, “ how is the 
funeral to take place if the body is still missing ? *’ 

“ Very easily,” he replied. “The public did not 
doubt you to-night when you passed through the 
city to the cathedral; the archbishop did not doubt 
you when he led the way up the aisle; and if 
every one else holds his tongue, why should not the 
coffin be placed In the vault without suspicion 
having been aroused ? ” Then dropping his voice a 
little and speaking with even greater emphasis than 
before, he continued: “ I tell you as plainly as I can 
speak that we have no other course open to us. 
After struggling with what at one time appeared to 
be insurmountable difficulties, we have at last suc¬ 
ceeded in replacing the Ramonyi dynasty upon the 
throne. It behoves us, therefore, to proceed with 
the greatest caution possible. One false step may 
result in destruction to all our hopes. Your poor 
brother’s mysterious absence did a vast amount of 
harm; his death, however, fighting for his country 
as he did, retrieved it. I must leave you to under¬ 
stand what the result will be if you reveal to the 
nation this fresh catastrophe. The sensible will 
describe it as a regrettable incident; the foolish will 
declare it to be a sign that Heaven is against your 
house. That will be the opportunity your enemies 
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want, and they will be sure to make capital out 
of it.” 

“And when we have recovered that which we 
are seeking ? What then ? ” 

“ Then his body can be laid to its rest, and what 
has been placed in the vault in the meantime can 
be removed,” 

“ Very well,” I answered. “ I suppose it must be 
so. And who is to carry out the search ? ” 

“There is one man who most certainly must 
go,” von Marquart replied, “since he is the only 
person who is familiar with the features of the man 
you saw at Zaarfburg; our friend here must under¬ 
take the mission.” Then, turning to Bertram, he 
continued; “ You understand, sir, 1 presume, the 
difficulty of the task we are setting you ? Believe 
me, it will be no light one. Nor will the responsi¬ 
bility be lighter. You will have to proceed With the 
utmost circumspection. His Majesty’s honour, and 
the honour of the country, will be in your hands. 1 
do not doubt your integrity, but I should like to be 
also assured of your discretion.” 

“ I will answer for Mr. Bertram,” I said. Th^n, * 
turning to him, I continued: “Mr. Bertram, my 
, poor brother trusted you when he was alive; 1 am 
sure you will do what you can for him, and for me, 
now that he is dead.” 

“ Your Majesty may trust me in everything,” he 
returned simply, and with a sincerity that spoke for 
itself. “ 1 loved him, and would serve him alive 
or dead.” 
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For a minute we were all silent, then Bertram in¬ 
quired when he should start. 

‘*The sooner the better,” I answered. will 
give you a letter to General Groplau, informing him 
that you are on personal business for myself, and 
asking him to give you all the assistance that lie& in 
his power. You may imagine with what eagerness 
I shall await news from you. And now you had 
better retire to rest. I will see you before you 
start.” 

Bertram accordingly left the room, and when 
he had gone Strekwitz received his final instruc¬ 
tions. 

We discussed the arrangements for the funeral 
for a little longer, and then Strekwitz and von 
Marquart withdrew, and I was left alone with my 
gloomy thoughts. 

When I retired to rest, I lay awake hour after 
hour, thinking of Max, and of the vile deed of 
whidi his poor body was the innocent victim. 
Long before it was light I had said good-bye to 
Bertram, and he had left the city, after which I 
set myself to wait and hope. Of what transpired 
during the next three days I scarcely like to think, 
even now. The grim mockery that was daily taking 
place in the cathedral, and the knowledge of the 
still grimmer one that was to follow it, weighed 
upon my heart like lead. All day long, from my 
study window, I could see the crowd passing into 
the building by one door and out by another. I 
could not but watch it, though the sight irritated 
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me beyond all measure. Had it not been for the 
constant letters of love and sympathy that I re¬ 
ceived from Ottilie, I believe I could not have borne 
it as well as I did. 

Of the funeral ceremony itself I will say but little. 
Its grandeur and pomp could not have been excelled. 
I did my best to bear myself as a man should, but 
as I looked at the coffin, and thought of what it 
contained, my feelings well-nigh overcame me. 
When all was over, I left the cathedral and entered 
the carriage that awaited me at the foot of the steps. 
The great square was crowded, till it resembled one 
vast sea of heads, upon which a gleam of wintry 
sunshine played as if with a caressing hand. 
Slowly I drove along to the accompaniment of the 
respectful salutations of the people, though, wrapt 
as I was m my own thoughts, I was scarcely con¬ 
scious of their presence. We were not half-way 
across the square, however, before my feelings 
underwent a complete change. Looking from the 
carriage I saw among the multitude of faces one that 
stung me to instant action. I could scarcely believe^ 
the evidence of my own eyes. I looked again, only 
to become doubly certain that there was no mistake. 
To the best of my belief, there, looking up at m^ 
was the man we suspected, the individual who had 
cannoned into Bertram at Zaarfburg, and to search 
for whom Bertram had returned to the scene itf 
Max's death. A moment later it had disappeared, 
and I was left wondering what I should do. To stop 
the procession and to go in search of the man was 
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out of the question, and yet to continue our journey 
to the palace would be to run the risk of allowing 
him to escape. Situated as I was, there was nothing 
for it but to go on and to trust to Providence for the 
rest. One thing, however, was quite certain. A 
message must be sent to Bertram telling him to 
return to Pannonia at once. Drawing Strekwitz 
aside as soon as we reached the palace, I told him 
what had happened, and gave him the necessary 
instructions. 

’ For the remainder of the day the memory of the 
face I had seen in the crowd haunted me like that 
of a ghoul. Please God, Bertram would not be too 
late to catch him after all. 


A A 



CHAPTER XXII 

1 WAS well aware that, even should my telegram 
have the good fortune to catch him at once, 
Bertram could not reach the capital in less than 
twenty-four hours. During that time, however, 
I had not much leisure to think of him; I was 
kept incessantly busy, bidding my guests fkrewell, 
and attending to the various important matters of 
state, which had perforce been neglected under the 
stress t)f the last few days. Busy as I was, how¬ 
ever, the face of the man I had seen in the crowd 
was continually before my eyes. Whenever I went 
abroad, I scanned the countenances of the people 
I met, in the hope that I might discover him again. 
But I was not successful. Look as I would I could 
hnd no trace of him. Could I have been mist^kdn ? 
No I 1 felt certain I had not. The man's image 
had printed itself so firmly upon my memory that 
I could entertain no doubt upon the matter., I was 
still thinking of this when word was brought to 
me that my father-in-law elect, the Prince of 
Lilienhohe, had reached the palace and desired an 
audience. On the previous day, that is to say the 
day of the funeral, I had only time to salute him. 
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Having received no letter from Ottilie that morning^ 
his presence was the more welcome. I bade them 
conduct him to my presence. 

“ You are surprised to see me,” he said, as we 
shook hands. I have come to acquaint you with 
the fact that Ottilie is in the city.” 

“ Ottilie here ? ” I cried, my heart leaping at his 
words. “When did she arrive?” 

“ This morning,” he answered. “ She bids me 
say that it will give her great pleasure to see you, 
whenever you can spare the time to come to her. 
When I left the house she was resting after her 
journey.” 

The old city looked brighter now that I knew 
Ottilie was within its confines. An hour or so 
later I drove to the LilienhOhe Palace,, where I 
found her in her boudoir eagerly awaiting my 
coming. Never had she looked more beautiful than 
at that moment. 

“ My poor Paul,” she said, as I took her in my 
arms and kissed her, “ you have indeed known 
,g^eat sorrow lately. But, please God, happier times 
am in store for us.” 

She spoke of Max, referring to him as a loving 
and sorrowing sister might have done. Her soft 
voice and tender words soothed me, and when we 
walked to the window and looked out upon the great 
square^ 1 was happier than 1 had been for many 
days. The significance of my action did not at 
first strike me, but presently, when a cheer went 
up from the' street below, and I saw "that a crowd 
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had gathered and was watching us, I realized the 
thought that was in the public mind. Ottilie would 
have drawn back, but I prevented her. 

“ Let them see us together,” I said, and led her 
a little nearer the window. 

Our action pleased the people below, and cheer 
after cheer went up. Suddenly, pushing his way 
through the crowd, I saw the tall figure of Bertram. 
He had, indeed, returned from Zaarfburg with 
dispatch. Having learnt my destination at the 
palace, he had lost no time in following me. dh 
he came, not perhaps as gently as he might have 
done. Then I saw him stop and look towards hi$ 
left. A moment later he had turned, and was 
moving back through the crowd. What could be 
the matter with him? With straining eyes I 
watch^ him pushing and squeezing his way 
through the throng, then I lost sight of him al¬ 
together. Had he seen anything of the man whose 
whereabouts we were so anxious to discover? I 
had to wait for an answer to that question. 

At last, my impatience quite getting the be^er 
of me, I bade Ottilie good-bye, and descended to 
the courtyard, where my carriage was waiting. 
Slowly 1 drove across the yard, and passed oat 
through the great gates. By this time the crowd 
was so great that it was only with difficulty suffi¬ 
cient space could be cleared for my horses to pass 
through. Cheer after cheer was given me with 
the heartiest goodwill. I could see that my being 
without equerry or escort gave them pleasure. 
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When we turned towards the palace I looked back 
at the house I had just left, and could see Ottilie's 
white figure still standing at the window watching 
me. At the same moment something white was 
thrown into the carriage. It was a letter without 
address or writing of any description upon the 
envelope. 

“ A petition of some sort,” I said to myself, and 
placed it in my pocket to read at my leisure. As 
/it happened, however, when I reached the palace 
€ found von Marquart there. Important despatches 
had reached him from the war, and a council 
^meeting was to be called without delay. Though 
I made inquiries, I could hear nothing of Bertram, 
save that he had reached there soon after my 
departure, and had set off for the Lilienhohe 
Palace in search of me. It was almost eveYiing by 
the time he returned, and when he was admitted 
to my presence there was a look of disappointment 
upon his face. I praised his diligence in returning 
so quickly on receipt of my message fron;i Zaarf- 
burg, but this did not make him happy. 

* To think that I should have let such a chance 
dip through my fingers 1 ” he cried angrily. 

“ To what do you refer ? ” I inquired* 

**I saw Rodriguez in the crowd outside the 
Prince of Lilienhohe’s gates this morning,” he 
answered. “ Unfortunately, however, he also saw 
Only a dozen paces or so separated us, but, 
try how I would, I could not get near him. I 
searched the crowd through and through, but he 
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had managed to give me the slip. I’ve been hunt¬ 
ing the city for him ever since, but not another 
sign or trace of him can I discover. Wlmt I fear 

is, that, as he must be aware that I recognise him, 
he may derive the iiiipression that the game is up, 
and then they will take to flight. However, with 
your Majesty's permission, I will go out again to¬ 
night and see if I can run across him.” 

I readily gave that permission, and then bade 
him go to his room and rest, for the poor fellow 
looked worn out. He promised to do so, and with¬ 
drew. When he had gone I crossed to my writing- 
table, and sat down before it. The letter which 
had been thrown into the carriage that morning 
lay before me. 

Scarcely conscious of what I was doing I opened 

it. On thfe paper I drew from the envelope were 
about five lines of writing, which read as follows:— 

“ If it is desired to find that which is lost, hasten 
to the Buchengasse; enter the fifth house on the 
right-hand side, and proceed up the stairs to the 
room on the top floor, overlooking the street, and 
there will be found that for which you are seeking.” 

That was all. But the effect it produced upon 
me I must leave you to imagine. I rang my bell 
violently. 

“ Request Herr Bertram to come to me immedi¬ 
ately,” I said to the servant who appeared in answer 
to it. Then, when the door had been closed behind 
the man, I read the message again. Was it a hoax ? 
or was it an attempt to draw us into a trap? 
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Whichever it might be, I was determined to see the 
matter through. A few minutes later, for he had 
not had time to retire to rest, Bertram put in an 
appearance. His quick eye saw that something 
unusual had happened. 

“What is it, your Majesty?” he inquired. “I 
can see that you have had some news.” 

“ Read that,” I said, handing him the letter. 

He took it, and did as 1 commanded. 

“ Thank God! ” I heard him mutter when he had 
•carefully perused the contents of the note. 

“ What do you think of it ? ” I inquired. “ Can it 
be true? ” 

“Let us hope so,” he replied. “ At any rate, it 
would be as well for me to go to the house and make 
certain.” 

“ Yes,” I answered; “ and I will accompany you. 
We will start at once.” 

“ Is it wise for .your Majesty to come ? ” Bertram 
asked anxiously. “If you will entrust the errand 
to me-” 

“It is useless for you to argue,” I answered 
Shaj;ply. “ My mind is made up, and go with you 
I must, and will. Prepare yourself, and return 
here.” 

Seeing that it would be a waste of time to ex¬ 
postulate further, he departed without another word. 
Ten minutes or so later, we had left the palace by 
the same door which had witnessed our departure 
into exile so many years before. As on that memo¬ 
rable occasion, the night was bitterly cold. The 
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wind cut like a knife, and a heavy fall of snow 
seemed imminent. Before leaving the palace I had 
taken the precaution to slip a revolver into my 
pocket, and, on inquiry, I found that Bertram had 
done the same. If we were to be the victims of a 
conspiracy, we should at least be able to render 
good account of ourselves. Having crossed the 
great square, and passed the LilienhOhe Palace, in 
the windows of which many lights still showed 
themselves, we steered for the southern portion of the 
city, where we had discovered the Buchengasse was 
situated. It was not a savoury neighbourhood, 1 
had been given to understand, and certainly, when 
we had left the more fashionable portion of the town 
behind us, we found ourselves in a quarter where the 
streets were narrow, and the houses far from pre¬ 
possessing.* Muffled up as we were, it was scarcely 
likely that any one would have recognised us, even 
had the thoroughfares been thronged with pedes¬ 
trians. As it was, however, they were well-nigh 
deserted, and for this reason we were able to reach 
the street, for which we were directing our steps, 
without hindrance. » 

“ This is evidently the one,’^ I said, as we turned 
i»to a narrow alley, which was, if anything, darker 
and more unsavoury than those through which we 
had hitherto been walking. ** Now we have to dis- 
cover the fifth house on the right-liand side.** 

We accordingly proceeded down it, counting the 
houses as we went. They were tall, rambling edifices, 
and must have ranked amongst the oldest in the 
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city. The upper stories projected far beyond the 
lower, so that, the street itself being narrow, the roofs 
were almost within touching distance of each other. 
One solitary lamp illumined it, but that might as 
well have been dispensed with, for the wind-tossed 
jet of flame only served to make the place look even 
more desolate than before. Number five differed from 
its fellows in the fact that it was, if possible, dirtier 
and more uncared for than the remainder of the 
houses. A faint light shone from one of the upper 
windows, but the lower portion of the house was in 
total darkness. Approaching the door, I knocked 
upon it with my stick. No answer, however, re¬ 
warded us. 1 did so again, with the same result. 
Once more I knocked; this time with greater success. 
The first-floor window of the adjoining house was 
opened, and a man’s head appeared. 

** What do you want, my friends ? ” said its owner. 
** This is not the time of night to come banging at 
peaceable folk’s doors.” 

“ We want to gain admittance to this* bouse,” I 
replied, as if it were the most natural thing in the 
werld. “Is there any one in it?” 

“ Nobody,” the man replied. “ He who was there 
went away this afternoon. He left the key with me.” 

“ In that case, I beg you will be good enough to 
give it to me.” 

“Not till 1 know you are the right man,” he 
answered. “ The fellow said I was to be sure to 
<mly hand it to one person. Have you got the letter 
he sent you?” 
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I have,” I hastened to reply, producing the letter 
from my pocket as I spoke. “ Here it is.” 

When I had passed it up to him he withdrew with 
it into the room again, to reappear a few moments 
later with the letter and a key in his hand. 

I suppose it’s all right,” he said. “ At any rate, 
ni risk it. Bear in mind, however, that I know 
nothing of the business that brings you here. I’m 
only following his instructions.” 

I took the key and inserted it in the lock. Then 
we entered the house, and Bertram struck a match 
and lit a taper he had brought with him. Holding 
the revolver in my right hand, in case it should be 
wanted, I passed into the room opening out of the 
little passage. It was untenanted, save by a mouse, 
that scuttled away across the floor on seeing us. 
Finding nothing to reward us there, we passed out 
into the passage again, and made for the flight of 
stairs at the further end. The letter had mentioned 
the top floor, and for this reason our failure to find 
anything in this room did not disappoint us. 

“ We must look higher,” I whispered to Bertram 
as we began our climb. The next floor, however,. 

* was as barren as its predecessor, and now only the 
toi4 remained to us. The last flight of stairs was 
somewhat narrower than the others, and there was 
an awkward turn in it, which would have been just 
the spot to have served as a hiding-place for an 
enemy. We passed it, however, in safety, and at 
last stood upon the top landing of that strange house. 

* Here there were only two doors. One was in the 
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rear, while the other overlooked the street. Once 
more recalling the wording of the letter, we decided 
upon investigating the latter room first. This must 
be the chamber in which the light we had observed 
from the street was located. Our revolvers ready 
in our hands, we approached the door, and I turned 
the handle. 

When we entered the room it was a strange and 
terrible picture we had before us. The room was 
only a small one. Its furniture consisted of a bed 
and two chairs, one of which was overturned upon 
the floor, a large box, which also served as a table, 
a bucket, and a number of medicine bottles. Upon 
the bed lay the body of poor Max, while, half-sup- 
ported upon the bed and half-resting upon the floor, 
was the figure of a man lying face downwards. 
Stepping softly across the room, as if I feared I 
might wake them, I approached the stranger, for a 
stranger to me he certainly was. By this time 
Bertram had also approached the bed, and was 
leaning over me in order to examine him. .Suddenly 
, he littered a cry and staggered back, as if he had 
received a blow. 

** My God! ” he cried. “ What does this mean> 
Am I going mad ? ” 

“What is it, man?” I inquired, springing to his 
feet and wondering what fresh horror he was going 
to bring to light. 

Once more he advanced towards the bed. His 
face was ashen in its pallor as he stooped over the 
dead man. 
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“It’s Moreas!” he said. “Good^ God, it’s 

Moreas! 

“ Moreas ? *’ I repeated, as if I could scarcely 
believe I heard aright. “ How can it be Moreas ? 
Did you not tell me that Max shot him on the plains 
where they found the diamonds ? ” 

“ Yet it is Moreas sure enough,*’ Bertram asserted, 
still speaking in the same strained voice. “ And 
see, he has been stabbed from behind. This is 
Rodriguez’ handiwork.” 

He continued to stare from one dead man to 
the other, as if he were still unable to comprehend 
the situation. As for me, I had no attention to spare 
for any one or anything save that I had once more 
recovered what had been lost, and that I must act 
without loss of time. At last I made up my mind 
as to what Was best to be done. 

“ Return to the palace at once,” I said to Bert¬ 
ram, who by this time had somewhat recovered his 
presence of mind, “and send Strekwitz to me. 
Afterwards go on to the Count von Marquart’s 
house. He must see the archbishop and arrange 
the matter of the real burial without delay. 
must take place within the next few hours; at 
any rate, before dawn. Go now as quickly as you 
can, and when you have seen them return to me 
here.’* 

^ But to leave your Majesty here with-*’ he 

begkn. 

I cut him short. 

“ Never mind me,” I replied. “ 1 shall be quite 
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safe. Ha^en away to fulfil your errand.. There is 
no time to lose.” 

X 

Very reluctantly he did as I commanded him, and 
I heard him go down the stairs and presently leave 
the house. 

In something less than an hour Strekwitz ar¬ 
rived with Bertram following close upon his heels. 
The latter had seen von Marquart, who, in his turn, 
had set off to arrange matters with the archbishop. 
Within an hour of our entering the room for the 
first time, everything was settled. From von Mar- 
quart, who received us at the archbishop’s palace, 
I learnt that the good old man had been greatly 
pained at the news the count had communicated to 
him. Nevertheless, he was quite agreed that the 
course we had adopted was the best, both for State 
and personal reasons. Realizing thht the fewer 
people who became cognisant of our secret the less 
chance there would be of its becoming public pro¬ 
perty, he took the direction of affairs into his own 
hands. It was he who unlocked the»postern door 
and admitted our party to the cathedral. It was 
he who waited with me in the sacristry while the 
necessary arrangements were being made for the 
interment, and who conducted me through the 
great building, so vast and eerie in the light of the. 
lantern he carried in his hand, into the little chapel 
near the vault A short service followed, then 
Maximilian of Pannonia was carried by loving 
hands, and placed in his last resting-place in the 
vaults below. When all was over, like a band of 
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conspirators we left the cathedral, and with the 
archbishop’s blessing ringing in my ears, I returned 
to the palace, to obtain what rest I could before I 
should be called upon to begin the duties of the 
day. Dawn was breaking as we let ourselves in, 
a soft grey light stole across the heavens like an 
augury of still happier days to come. 

And now a few words of explanation before I 
put down my pen. 

It was only after the most careful inquiries had 
been made, and when we had put together the 
various items of information we had been able to 
obtain, that we were in a position to derive any 
notion as to how, where, and why the dastardly 
plot, that had caused me so much unhappiness, had 
been carried out. That Max had not shot Moreas 
in Brazil, As he had imagined, was only too certain; 
though how the latter managed to escape from the 
plain, and ultimately to track his enemy to Zaarf- 
burg, is not quite clear. One thing is certain, how¬ 
ever. He must have discovered Rodriguez, possibly in 
^ Rio de Janeiro, have heard from him of the curious 
marks Max had cut upon his chest after leaving 
the plain, and having convinced himself that they 
Teferred to the cache of diamoi|ds, he had determined 
^ spare no effort to get possession (ff the information 
he required, UnfortunAtely^or his own schemes, 
he fell ill iff Pannonia, en rout^ to Zaarfburg. 
Finding bfmself unable to push on, Rodriguez was 
^spatched to the dkfin hot haste. On the night 
of his arrival the body was stolen from ^ dock- 



"LONG LIVE THE KING” 


383 

maker’s house, with the assistance of one of the 
family, who had been heavily bribed. Pretrading 
that it was the body of his brother, who had perished 
in the war, he brought it to the capital, and to 
the house where Moreas lay hidden in the Buchen- 
gasse. There the latter was able to read the signs, 
which were unintelligible to Rodriguez, for the 
reason that he was not familiar with the topography 
of that villainous plain. What happened after that 
is only conjecture. Doubtless, the two men had 
quarrelled, when Rodriguez, taking advantage of 
an opportunity that presented itself, stabbed the 
other in the back, and then fled for his life. And 
so ends the life story of my brother, the man I 
loved best in the world; he who, had he lived, 
would have been Maximilian, King of Pannonia. 

And now, as it is possible there may be some 
who have been induced to take an interest in myself 
and my fortunes, let me bring my long story to a 
close by saying that if there is any country in 
Europe that boasts a happier sovereign than does 
Pannonia, I do not know it. No man’s life, how- 
,ever, is altogether free from trouble;' but in thele 
days, thank God, I fancy I have less than most men. 
I have a good wife and happy, healthy children, 
the eldest of whot^ little Max, bids fair to equal 
his ever-lamented Tlhcle, the National Hero, in 4 is- 
position and good looks. In one ^hing, however, 
he differs from poor Max: low down i|«tween his 
eyebrows are two curiou# little lines, that form 
something not unlike a cross. 
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“Superstition or not/* says xny sweet wife, • I 
can only say that I am glad it i% there/* 

Then for my edification she proceeds to recite the 
old distich:— 

**Pannonia*s King^ shall surely sit 
So long as Michael’s cross doth fit.** 


THE END 
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